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Cfiofce’g  Coition. 


As  when  the  people  of  the  northern  zone 
Find  the  approach  of  the  revolving  fun. 

Pleas’d  and  reviv’d,  they  fee  the  new-born  light, 
And  dread  no  more  eternity  of  night : 

Thus  we,  who  lately,  as  offummer’s  heat. 

Have  felt  a dearth  of  poetry  and  wit, 

Once  fear’d  Apollo  would  return  no  more 
From  warmer  climes  to  an  ungrateful  fhore. 

But  you,  the  favourite  of  the  tuneful  nine. 

Have  made  the  God  in  his  full  lultre  Ihine  ; 

Our  night  have  chang’d  into  a glorious  day  ; 

And  reach’d  perfection  in  your  firft  efiay. 


*C?T^r  COUU 


ROYAL  COLLEGE  OF  PHYSICIANS 
LIBRARY 

CLASS 

ACCN. 

XI 

SOURCE 

/ 

DATE 

POETICAL  WORKS 


OF 


Containing 


THE  DISPENSARY, 

CLAREMONT, 

EPISTLES. 

&c. 


PROLOGUES, 

EPILOGUES, 

IMITATIONS, 


Let  Garth,  with  tfiarp  butfalutary  ipleen. 

As  mufic  gentle,  but  as  lightning  keen. 

In  phyfic's  mock  Solemnity  appear. 
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LIFE  OF  GARTH. 


C AMUEL  GARTH  was  defcended  from  a good  family 
^ in  Yorkffiire,  and,  having  been  inftrudted  in  claffical 
learning  at  a fchool  in  his  own  country,  he  became  a fcho- 
lar  of  Peter-houfe  College,  in  Cambridge,  where  he  profe- 
cuted  his  ftudies  till  he  commenced  Dodlor  of  Phyfic,  in 
the  month  of  July,  1691. 

On  his  coming  to  London,  in  order  to  follow  his  pro- 
feffion,  he  paiTed  his  examination  before  the  College  of 
Phyficians,  on  the  lath  of  March,  1692,  and  was  admitted 
a Fellow  on  the  26th  p>f  July  in  the  fame  year. 

By  the  elegance  of  his  manners,  and  the  attraction  of 
his  converfation. -he  acquired  fo  great  a degree  ofperfonal 
elteem  as  to  obtain  a very  extenfive  practice,  and,  as  it  is 
recorded  in  a pamphlet  of  thofe  times,  had  the  favour  and 
confidence  of  one  political  party,  as  Radcliffe  had  of  the 
other. 

Garth  was  univerfally  refpedted  as  a man  of  exemplary 
benevolence,  which,  doubtlefs,  difpofed  him  to  concur  with 
the  majority  of  the  college,  in  adopting  a propofition  for  a 
fubfcription  among  the  members,  to  accommodate  the  poor 
with  medicines  at  prime  coft,  by  preparing  them  in  a proper 
dilpenfatory  for  that  purpofe.  The  following  account  of 
that  humane  and  truly  benevolent  inftitution,  from  the 
pen  of  Dr.  Johnfon,  is  highly  deferving  of  notice. 

“Whether,”  fays  that  excellent  writer,  “ what  Temple 
fays  be  true,  that  phyficians  have  had  more  learning  than 
the  other  faculties,  I will  not  ftay  to  inquire;  but  I believe 
every  man  has  found  in  phyficians  great  liberality  and  dig- 
nity of  fentiment,  very  prompt  effufion  of  beneficence  and 
willingnefs  to  exert  a lucrative  art,  where  there  is  no  hope 
of  lucre.  Agreeably  to  this  character,  the  college  of  phy- 
ficians, in  July  1687,  publi fired  an  edidt,  requiring  all  the 
fellows,  candidates,  and  licentiates,  to  give  gratuitous  ad- 
vice to  the  neighbouring  poor. 

“ This  edidt  was  font  to  the  Court  of  Aldermen,  and  a 
queltion  being  put  to  whom  the  appellation  01  poor  ftiould 
be  extended,  the  College  anfwered,  that  it  ffiould  be  fuf- 
ficient  to  bring  ateftimonial  from  a clergyman  officiating  in 
the  pariffi  where  the  patient  refided, 

“ After  a year’s  experience,  the  phyficians  found  their 
charity  fruffcrated  by  fome  malignant  oppofition,  and  ren- 
dered, in  a great  degree,  vain,  by  the  high  price  of  phyfic  ; 
they  therefore  voted,  in  Augult  1688,  that  the  laboratory 
of  the  college  ffiould  be  accommodated  to  the  preparation 
of  medicines*  and  another  room  prepared  for  their  recep- 
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tion  ; and  that  the  contributors  to  the  expence  fhould  ma- 
nage the  charity. 

“ It  was  now  expefted  that  the  apothecaries  would  have 
undertaken  the  care  of  providing  medicines ; but  they  took 
another  courfe: — thinking  the  whole  defign  pernicious  to 
their  interefl,  they  endeavoured  to  raife  a fadtion  againft 
it  in  the  college,  and  found  fome  phyficians  mean  enough 
to  folicit  their  patronage,  by  betraying  to  them  the  counfcl^ 
of  the  college.  The  greater  part,  however,  enforced,  by 
a new  edift  in  1694,  the  former  order  of  1687,  and  Cent  it  to 
the  Mayer  and  Aldermen,  who  appointed  a committee  to 
treat  with  the  college,  and  fettle  the  mode  of  adminiftering 
the  charity. 

“ It  was  defiredby  the  Aldermen,  that  the  teftimonials  of 
churchwardens  and  overfeers  fhould  be  admitted,  and  that 
all  hired  fervants,  and  ail  apprentices  to  handicraftfmen, 
lliould  be  eonfidered  as  poor.  This  likewife  was  granted  by 
the  college. 

“ It  was  then  confidered  who  fhould  diflribute  the  me- 
dicines, and  who  fhould  fettle  their  prices.  The  phyficians 
procured  fome  apothecaries  to  undertake  the  difpenfation, 
and  offered  that  the  warden  and  company  of  the  apothe- 
caries fhould  adjuft  the  price.  This  offer  was  rejected,  and 
the  apothecaries  who  had  engaged  to  affift  the  charity  were 
confidered  as  traitors  to  the  company,  threatened  with  the 
impofition  of  troublefome  offices,  and  deterred  from  the 
performance  of  their  engagements.  The  apothecaries  ven- 
tured upon  public oppofition,  and  prefented  a kind  of  remon- 
ftrance  againft  the  defign,  to  the  committee  of  the  city, 
which  the  phyficians  condefcended  to  confute  ; and  at.  lait 
the  traders  feem  to  have  prevailed  among  the  fons  of  trade,, 
for  the  propofal  of  the  college  having  been  confidered,  a 
paper  of  approbation  was  drawn  up,  but  poftponed  and 
forgotten. 

“ Thephyficians  fti)lperfifted,and,  in  1696,3  fubfeription 
was  raifed  by  themfelves  according  to  an  agreement  pre- 
fixed to  the  difpenfary.  The  poor  were  for  a time  fupplicd 
with  medicines ; for  how  long  a time,  I know  not.  The 
medical  charity,  like  others,  began  with  ardour,  but  foon 
remitted,  and  at  laft  died  gradually  away, 

“ About  the  rime  of  the  fubfeription  begins  the  adlion  of 
the  Dijpenjary.  The  poem,  as  its  fubjedf  was  prtfent  and 
popular,  co-operated  with  paffions  and  prejudices  then  pre- 
valent, and  with  fuch  auxiliaries  to  its  intrinlic  merit,  was 
univerfaliy  and  liberally  applauded.  It  was  on  the  fide  of 
charity,  againft  the  intrigues  of  intereft,  and  of  regular 
learning  againft  licentious  ufurpation  of  medical  authority, 
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and  was  therefore  naturally  favoured  by  thofe  who  read 
and  can  judge  of  poetry.” 

The  poem  was  dedicated  to  Anthony  Henley,  Efq.  and 
had  commendatory  verlcs  before  it,  by  Charles  Boyle,  af- 
terwards Earl  of  Orrery,  and  others,  and  went  through 
three  impreffionsin  the  courfe  of  a few  months. 

In  1697  our  author  fpoke  the  Harveian  Oration  before  the 
college  in  Warwick  Lane,  “ to  the  great  fatis faction  of  the 
auditors,  and  his  own  honour,”  as  is  expreffed  in  the  re- 
gifter  of  the  college.  The  applaufe  with  which  it  was  re- 
ceived by  the  college,  was  confirmed  by  the  public,  who,  in 
this  inftance,  teftified  alrnoft  an  equal  admiration  of  the 
poet,  who  expofetl,  in  the  moft  elegant  fatire,  the  mean-fpi- 
rited  intrigues  of  the  falfe  brethren  of  the  faculty,  and  of  the 
orator,  who  ridiculed,  with  juft  fpiritand  inimitable  humour, 
the  mifehievous  knavery  of  the  multifarious  clafics  of  infa- 
mous empirics.  In  the Harveian  Oration  he  introduced  an 
animated  apoftrophe  to  King  William,  and  an  eloquent 
encomium  on  the  bh  flings  of  the  revolution. 

On  the  death  of  JDryden  in  1701,  he  performed  a memo- 
rable ac ft  of  generofity  and  teiidernefs,  in  providing  a fuit- 
able  interment  to  his  fhamefully  abandoned  corpfe,  which 
he  caufed  to  be  brought  to  the  College  of  Phyficians,  pro- 
pofed  and  encouraged  a fubfeription  for  defraying  the 
expence  of  a funeral,  pronounced  an  oration  over  the  great 
poet's  remains,  and  afterwards  attended  the  folemnity  from 
Warwick  Lane  to  Weftminfter  Abbey.  For  this  teftimony 
of  refpedt  to  the  remains  of  Dryden,  the  memory  of  Dr. 
Garth  will  be  revered,  by  the  admirers  of  the  great  father 
of  Englifh  poetry,  to  lateft  pofterity. 

In  1703  Dr.  Garth  was  eleefted  one  of  the  cenfors  of  the 
College  of  Phyficians,  and  the  following  year,  being  a 
zealous  alTertor  of  the  principles  of  the  Revolution,  he  be- 
came a member  of  the  Kit-  kat-elub,  which  confifted  of  a 
number  of  noblemen  and  gentlemen  diftinguilhed  by  a 
warm  zeal  for  thefuccdfion  in  the  Houfeof  Hanover.  This 
club  received  its  name  from  one  Chriftopher  Kat,  a paftry- 
cook,  who,  living  near  the  tavern  in  King-Street,  Weft- 
minfter, where  they  met,  ferved  them  with  many  articles 
which  con  11  fluted  the  more  luxurious  and  ornamental  parts 
of  their  convivial  entertainments.  Old  Jacob  Tonfon,  the 
feookfeller,  was  their  fecretary,  and  the  portraits  of  all  the 
original  members  of  the  club,  painted  by  Knelkr,  were  long 
in  the  pofiVIfion  of  his  family  at  Barn-elms. 

In  concert  with  Lord  Halifax,  and  other  members  of  the 
club,  who  recommended  loyalty  and  liberty  by  the  attrac- 
tive influence  of  wit  and  pieafantry,  our  author  furnilhed  a 
Dumber  of  epigrams,  and  little  improptus,  which  added  to- 
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the  hilarity  of  their  meecings,  and  rendered  him  a very  en- 
tertaining and  defirable  companion ; and  thus  he  enjoyed 
with  great  moderation,  the  funfhine  of  court  favour,  during 
the  adminiftration  of  Lord  Godolphin.  In  17x0,  when  the 
reins  of  government  fell  into  other  hands,  he  addreffed  to 
his  patron  a fhort  poem,  which  was  feverely  criticised  by 
Prior  in  the  Examiner , a paper  fet  up  in  defence  of  the  new 
miniftry,  a^id  fo  fucctfsfuily  defended  by  Addifon  in  the 
Whig  Examiner , that  Dr.  Johnfon,  who  was  no  friend  to 
the  party,  declares,  it  ought  to  be  preferved  for  the  fake  of 
the  vindication.  Indeed,  it  was  univerfally  acknow- 
ledged to  refltdt  additional  honour  on  the  poet  and  the 
verfes. 

In  1711  he  wrote  a dedication  for  an  intended  edition  of 
Lucretius,  to  the  Elector  of  Hanover ; and-at  the  accellion 
of  that  Prince  to  the  Britifh  throne,  his  merits  were  ac- 
knowledged and  rewarded.  He  was  knighted  with  the 
fword  of  his  hero  Marlborough,  madephyfician  inordinary 
to  the  king,  and  phyfician-general  to  the  army. 

In  1715  he  publifhed  a poem  entitled  Claremont , addreffed 
to  the  Earl  of  Clare,  afterwards  Duke  of  Newcaftle,  on 
his  giving  that  name  to  his  beautiful  and  magnificent  villa, 
near  Efher  in  Surrey.  He  then  undertook  an  edition  of 
Ovid’s  Metamorphofes,  tranflated  by  feveral  hands,  to 
which  he  contributed  a verfion  of  the  fourteenth  book,  and 
prefixed  a critical  and  recommendatory  preface. 

This  was  his  laft  work.  His  health  now  vifibly  declined, 
which  caufed  a general  concern.  Granville,  afterwards 
Lord  Lanfdowne,  though  of  theoppofite  party,  teftifiedhis 
fenfibility  in  ftrains  worthy  of  Waller— 

“ Machaon  fick’  in  every  face  we  find; 

“ His  danger  is  the  danger  of  mankind,*  ’ &c. 

He  died  Jan.  18, 1717-18,  and  was  interredin  the  church 
of  Harrow-on-the-Hill.' 

The  perfonal  character  of  Garth  was  focial  and  liberal. 
His  benevolence  was  as  adtivc  as  it  was  extenfive.  His 
hand  and  heart  went  together,  a circumftance  more  valu- 
able than  all  the  liiftre  that  genius  can  confer.  He  com- 
municated himfelf  through  a very  wide  extent  of. acquaint- 
ance, and  though  firm  in  a party,  at  a time  when  firmnefs 
included  virulence,  yet  he  imparted  his  kindnefs  to  thofe 
who  were  not  fuppofed  to  favour  his  principles.  He  was 
an  early  encourager  of  Pope,  and  was  at  once  the  friend  of 
Addifon  and  Granville. 

“ The  beft  natured  of  men,”  fays  Pope,  in  one  of  his 
letters,  “ Sir  Samuel  Garth,  has  left  me  in  the  truell  con- 
cern for  his  lofs.  His  death  was  very  heroical,  and  yet  uii" 
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affc&ed  enough  to  have  made  a faint  or  philofopher  famous. 
But  ill  tongues  and  worfe  hearts  have  branded  his  laft  mo- 
ments, as  wrongfully  as  they  did  his  life,  with  irreligion. 
You  muft  have  heard  many  tales  upon  this  fubjeCl : but  if 
ever  there  was  a good  Chriftian,  without  knowing  himfelf 
to  be  fo,  it  was  Dr.  Garth.” 

Dr.  Johnfon  fays,  that u Pope  declared  himfelf  convinced 
that  Garth  died  in  the  communion  of  the  church  of  Rome, 
having  been  privately  convinced  ; and  further  obferves, 
that  it  is  remarked,  by  Lowth,  late  Bifhop  of  London,  a 
prelate  eminently  learned,  that  there  is  lefs  ciftance  than  is 
thought  between  fcepticifm  and  popery,  and  that  a mind, 
wearied  with  perpetual  doubt,  willingly  feeks  repofe  in  the 
bofomof  an  infallible  church ;”  an  obfervation  very  conge- 
nial to  the  religious  principles  of  Johnfon. 

His  poems  were  collected  and  printed  by  Tonfon,  among 
<£The  Works  of  the  Minor  Poets,”  in  two  volumes,  duo- 
decimo, 1749.  The  Difpenfary  and  Claremont  are  fufficiently 
known  and  admired,  particularly  the  Difpenfary , of  which  it 
is  obferved,  that  “ it  is  only  inferior  m humour,  diferimi- 
nation  of  character,  and  poetical  ardour,  to  the  Rape  of  the 
Lock.”  His  Claremont  is  in  the  manner  of  Ovid,  and  has 
many  of  the  beauties  and  defects  of  his  favourite  author. 

<£  His  poetry,”  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  1£  has  been  praifed  at 
leaft  equal  to  its  merits.  In  the  Difpenfary  there  is  a ftrain 
of  fmooth  and  free  verfification,but  few  lines  are  eminently 
elegant.  No  paifages  fall  below  mediocrity,  and  few  rife 
much  above  it.  The  plan  feems  formed  without  juft  pro- 
portion to  the  fubjeCt ; the  means  and  end  have  no  necef- 
fary  connexion.  Refnel,  in  his  preface  to  Pope’s  Effay, 
remarks,  that  Garth  exhibits  no  di ('crimination  of  cha- 
racters ; and  that  what  any  one  fays  might  with  equal  pro- 
priety have  been  faid  by  another.  The  general  defign  is 
perhaps  open  to  criticifm ; but  the  composition  can  fcldom 
be  charged  with  inaccuracy  or  negligence.  The  author 
never  {lumbers  in  felf-indulgence ; his  full  vigour  is  always 
exerted;  fcarce  a line  is  left  unlinifhed,  nor  is  it  eafy  to 
find  an  exprtflion  ufed  by  conftraint,  or  a thought  imper- 
fectly exprefied.  It  was  remarked  by  Pope,  that  the 
Difpenfary  had  been  corrected  in  every  edition,  and  that 
every  change  was  an  improvement.” 

His  translations  and  petty  pieces  have  nothing  in  them 
very  remarkable;  but,  upon  the  whole,  candour  muft  ac- 
knowledge, that  Dr.  Garth  was  rd'pcCtable  as  a poet,  but 
infinitely  more  fo  as  a man, 


THE  DISPENSARY* 


A POEM. 

IN  SIX  CANTOS. 

l'  — Hanc  veniam  petimufque  damufque  viciffim.” 

Hor . de  ArtePoeU 


man  of  your  character  can  no  more  prevent  a dedi- 


cation, than  he  would  encourage  one  $ for  ?nerit, 
like  a virgin's  blujhes , is  fill  mofl  dij'covered,  when  it 
labours  ?noft  to  be  concealed. 

It  is  hardy  that  to  think  well  of  you,  fhould  be  but  juf- 
tice , and  to  tell  you  fo, fhould  be  an  offence  j thus , rather 
than  violate  your  modefly , I muf  be  wanting  to  your 
other  virtues  $ and , to  gratify  one  good  quality,  do  wrong 
to  a thoufand. 

The  world  generally  meafures  our  efteem  by  the  ardour 
of  our  pretences  ; and  will fcarce  believe  that  fo  much 
steal  in  the  heart  can  be  confifent  with  fo  much  faintnefs 
in  the  expreffion  j but  when  they  refleSl  on  your  readinefs 
to  do  good , and  your  induftry  to  hide  it  5 on  your  paffion  to 
oblige,  andyour  pain  to  hear  it  owned ; they  will  conclude 
that  acknowledgtnents  would  be  ungrateful  to  a perfon 
who  even  feems  to  receive  the  obligations  he  confers . 

But  though  I fhould  perfuade  my f elf  to  be  filent  upon  all 
occafions  $ thofe  more  polite  arts,  which,  till  of  late,  have 
languifhed  and  decayed , would  appear  under  their  pre- 
fent  advantages,  and  own  you  for  one  of  their  generous 
reflorers  5 infomuch,  that  fculpture  now  breathes , paint- 
ing fpe^ks,  mufic  ravifhes  ; and  as  you  help  to  refine 
our  tafie,  you  diflinguifh your  ovon . 

Tour  approbation  of  this  poem , is  the  only  exception  to 
the  opmion  the  world  has  of  your  judgment,  that  ought 
to  relifh  nothing  fo  much  as  what  you  write  yourfelf : 
but  you  are  refolved  to  forget  to  be  a critic,  by  remem- 
bering you  are  a friend.  To  fay  more , would  be  un - 
eafy  to  you  \ and  to  fay  lefs,  vsould  be  unjuft  in 


TO  ANTHONY  HENLY,  ESQ* 


Tour  humble  Servant « 


PREFACE.  xi 

CINCE  the  following  poem  in  a manner  Hole  into  the 
^ world,  I could  not  be  furprifed  to  find  it  incorrect,  tho’ 
I can  no  more  fay  I was  a itranger  to  its  coming  abroad, 
than  that  I approved  of  the  publifher’s  precipitation  in  do- 
ing it;  for  a hurry  in  the  execution  generally  produces  a 
leiiure  in  reflection  ; fo  when  we  run  the  faded,  we  (tumble 
the  ofteneft.  However,  the  errors  of  the  printer  have  not 
been  greater  than  the  candour  of  the  reader  : and  if  I could 
but  fay  the  fame  of  the  defeats  of  the  author,  he  would  need 
no juftification  againlt  the  cavils  offome  furious  critics, who 
1 am  lure  would  have  been  better  pleafed  if  they  had  met 
with  more  faults. 

Their  grand  objection  is,  that  the  fury  Difeafe  is  an  im- 
proper machine  to  recite  characters,  and  recommend  the 
example  of  prefent  writers  : but  though  I had  the  authority 
of  fome  Greek  and  Latin  poets,  upon  parallel  inftances,  to 
jultify  the  defign ; yet,  that  I might  not  introduce  anything 
that  feemed  inconfiltent,  or  hard,  I (tarted  this  objection, 
myfelf,  to  a gentleman,  very  remarkable  in  this  fort  of 
criticifm,  who  would  by  no  means  allow  that  the  contri- 
vance was  forced,  or  the  conduct  incongruous. 

Difeafe  is  reprefented  a fury,  asweli  as  Envy  : fhe  is  ima- 
gined to  be  forced,  by  an  incantation,  from  her  recefs ; and, 
to  be  revenged  on  the  exorcid,  mortifies  him  with  an  in- 
troduction of  feveral  perfons  eminent  in  an  accomplifliment 
he  has  made  fome  advances  in. 

Nor  is  the  compliment  lefs  to  any  great  genius  mentioned 
there  ; fince  a very  fiend,  who  naturally  repines  at  any  ex- 
cellency, is  forced  co  confefs  how  happily  they  have  all  fuc- 
ceeded. 

Their  next  objection  is,  that  I have  imitated  the  Lutrin 
of  Monfieur  Boileau.  I mud  own,  I am  proud  of  the  im- 
putation ; unlefs  their  quarrel  be,  that  1 have  not  done  it 
enough  : but  he  that  will  give  himfelf  the  trouble  of  ex- 
amining, will  find  I have  copied  him  in  nothing  but  in  two 
or  three  lines  in  the  complaint  of  Molefle,  Canto  II.  and  in 
one  in  his  fird  Canto ; the  fenfe  of  which  iine  is  entirely  his, 
and  I could  wifii  it  were  not  the  only  good  one  in  mine. 

I have  fpolce  to  the  molt  material  objections  I have  heard 
of,  and  (hall  tell  thefe  gentlemen,  that  for  every  fault  they 
pretend  to  find  in  this  poem,  I will  undertake  to  (hew  them 
two.  One  of  thefe  curious  perfons  does  me  the  honour  no 
fay,  he  approves  of  the  condition  of  it ; but  I fuppole  it  is 
upon  no  other  reafon,  but  becaufe  it  is  the  conclufion. — - 
However,  I (hould  not  be  much  concerned  not  to  be  thought 
excellent  in  an  amufement  I have  very  little  pradtifed  hi- 
therto, nor  perhaps  ever  (hall  again. 
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Reputation  of  this  fort  is  very  hard  to  be  got,  and  very 
eafy  to  be  loft  ; its  purfuit  is  painful,  and  its  poffefiion  un- 
fruitful : nor  had  I ever  attempted  any  thing  in  this  kind, 
till,  finding  the  animofuies  among  the  members  of  the 
College  of  Phyficians  increafing  daily,  (notvvithftanding  the 
frequent  exhortations  of  our  worthy  prefident  to  the  con- 
trary) I was  perfuaded  to  attempt  fomethir.g  of  this  nature, 
and  to  endeavour  to  rally  l'ome  of  our  difaffedtcd  members 
into  a fenfe  of  their  duty,  who  have  hitherto  moft  obfti- 
nately  oppofed  all  manner  of  union;  and  have  continued 
fo  unreasonably  refractory,  that  it  was  thought  fit  by  the 
college,  to  reinforce  the  obfervance  of  the  ftatutes  by  a bond, 
which  Some  of  them  would  not  comply  with,  though  none 
of  them  had  refuted  the  ceremony  of  the  cuftomary  oath  ; 
like  fome  that  will  truft  their  wives  with  any  body,  but  not 
any  one  with  their  money.  I was  forry  to  find  there  could  be 
any  conftitution  that  was  not  to  be  cured  without  poifon, 
and  that  there  Ihould  be  a profpedt  of  effecting  it  by  a lefs 
grateful  method  than  reafon  and  perfuafion. 

The  original  of  this  difference  has  been  of  fome  ftanding, 
though  it,did  not  break  out  to  fury  and  excefs,  until  the  time 
of  eredting  the  difpenfary,  being  an  apartment  in  the  col- 
lege, fet  up  for  the  relief  of  the  fick  poor,  and  managed  ever 
iince  with  an  integrity  and  difintereft  fuitable  to  fo  charitable 
a defign . 

If  any  perfon  would  be  more  fully  informed  about  the 
particulars  of  fo  pious  a work,  I refer  him  to  the  treatife,fet 
forth  by  the  authority  of  the  prefident  and  cenfors,  in  the 
year  1697.  It  is  called  ‘£  A fhort  Account  of  the  Proceedings 
of  the  College  of  Phyficians,  London,  in  relation  to  the- 
fick  Poor.”  l'he  reader  may  there  not  only  be  informed 
of  the  rife  and  progrefs  of  this  fo  public  an  undertaking,  but 
alfo  of  the  concurrence  and  encouragement  it  met  with  from 
the  beft,  as  well  as  the  moft  ancient  members  of  the  foei- 
ety,  notvvithftanding  the  vigorous  oppofitionof  a few  men, 
wlfo  thought  it  their  intereft  to  defeat  fo  laudable  a defign. 

The  intention  of  this  preface  is  not  to  perfuade  mankind 
to  enter  into  our  quarrels,  but  to  vindicate  the  author  from 
being  cenfured  for  taking  any  indecent  liberties  with  the 
faculty  he  has  the  honour  to  be  a member  of.  If  the  fatire 
may  appear  directed  at  any  particular  perfon,  it  is  at  fuch 
only  as  are  prefumed  to  be  engaged  in  difhonourable  con- 
federacies for  mean  and  mercenary  ends,  againft  the  dig- 
nity of  their  own  profefiion.  But  if  there  be  no  fuch,  then 
thefe  characters  are  but  imaginary,  and,  by  confequence* 
ought  to  give  no  offence. 

The  defeription  of  the  battle  is  grounded  upon  a feud  that 
happened  in  the  difpenfary,  betwixt  a member  of  the  col- 


PREFACE.  Sill 

lege,  with  his  retinue,  and  fome  of  the  fervants  that  attended 
there  to  difpenfe  the  medicines  ; and  is  fo  far  real,  though 
the  poetical  relation  be  fictitious.  I hope  nobody  will  think 
the  author  too  indecently  reflecting  through  the  whole,  who, 
being  too  liable  to  faults  himfelf,  ought  to  be  lefs  fevere 
upon  the  mifearriages  of  others.  There  is  a character  in 
this  trivial  performance,  which  the  town,  1 find,  applies  to 
a particular  perfon  : it  is  a reflection  which  I fhouldbe  forry 
fhould  give  offence,  being  no  more  than  what  may  be  faid  of 
any  phyfleian  remarkable  for  much  practice.  The  killing 
of  numbers  of  patients  is  fo  trite  a piece  of  raillery,  that  it 
ought  not  to  make  the  leaft  imprefiion  either  upon  the 
reader  or  the  perfon  it  is  applied  to,  being  one  that  l think 
in  my  conference  a very  able  phyfleian,  as  well  as  a'gentle- 
xnan  of  extraordinary  learning.  If  I am  hard  upon  any  one, 
it  is  my  reader  : but  fome  worthy  gentlemen,  as  remarkable 
for  their  humanity  as  their  extraordinary  parts,  have  taken 
care  to  make  him  amends  for  it,  by  prefixing  fomething  of 
their  own. 

I confefs  thofe  ingenious  gentleman  have  done  me  a great 
honour  ; but  while  they  defign  an  imaginary  panegyric  upon 
me,  they  have  made  a real  one  upon  themfelves,  and  by 
faying  how  much  this  fmall  performance  exceeds  fome 
others,  they  convince  the  world  how  far  it  falls  fhort  of 
theirs. 
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SUBSCRIBED  BY 

THE  PRESIDENT,  CENSOR,  MOST  OF  THE  ELECTS,  SENIOR 
FELLOWS,  CANDIDATES,  & c.  OF  THE  COLLEGE  OF  PHYSICIANS 
In  Relation  to  the  Sick  Poor . 

WHEREAS  the  feveral  orders  of  the  College  of  Phyficians,  London,  for 
prefcribing  medicines  gratis  to  the  poor  fick  of  the  cities  of  London 
and  Weftminfter,  and  parts  adjacent  j as  alfo  propofals  made  by  the  faid  col- 
lege to  the  Lord  Mayor,  Court  of  Aldermen,  and  Common  Council,  of  Lon- 
don, in  purfuance  thereof,  have  hitherto  been  ineffectual,  for  that  no  method 
hath  been  taken  to  furuiih  the  poor  with  medicines  for  their  cure  at  low  and 
reafonable  rates ; we,  therefore,  whofe  names  are  here  under-written,  fel- 
lows and  members  of  the  laid  College,  being  willing  effectually  to  promote 
fo  great  a charity,  by  the  counfel  and  good  liking  of  the  prefident  and  college, 
declared  in  their  comitia,  hereby  (to  wit,  each  of  us  federally  and  apart,  and 
not  the  one  for  the  other  of  us)  do  oblige  ourfelves  to  pay  to  Dr.  Thomas  Bur- 
well,  fellow  and  eledt  of  the  faid  college,  the  fum  of  ten  pounds  apiece  of 
lawful  money  of  England,  by  fuch  proportions,  and  at  fuch  times,  as  to  the 
major  part  of  the  fubfcribers  here  ihall  feem  mod  convenient:  which  money, 
when  received  by  the  faid  Dr.  Thomas  Burwell,  is  to  be  by  him  expended  in 
preparing  and  delivering  medicines  to  the  poor  at  their  intrinfic  value,  in  fuch 
manner,  and  at  fuch  times,  and  by  fuch  orders  and  directions,  as  by  the  ma- 
jor part  of  the  fubfcribers  hereto  (hall,  in  writing,  be  hereafter  appointed  and 
riiredted  for  that  purpofe. 

In  witnefs  whereof  we  have  hereunto  fet  our  hands  and  feals,  this  twenty- 
feccnd  day  of  December,  1696. 


Tho.  Millington,  Prefes, 

Rich.  Rot  infra* 

Tho.  Burwell  Eledt  and 

John  Bateman. 

Cenfor. 

Walter  Mills. 

Sam.  Collins,  Eledt. 

Dan.  Coxe. 

Edw.  Browne,  Elect. 

Henry  Sampfon. 

Rich.  Torlefs,  Eledt.  and 

Thomas  Gibfon. 

Cenfor. 

Charles  Goodhall , 

Edw.  Hulfe,  Elect. 

Edm.  Ktng. 

Tho.  Gill,  Cenfor. 

Sam.  Garth. 

Will.  Dawes,  Cenfor. 

Barnh.  Soame. 

Jo.  Hutton. 

Denton  Nicholas. 

Rob.  Brady. 

Jofeph  Gaylard. 

Hans  Sloane. 

John  Woollafton. 

Rich.  Morton. 

Steph.  Hunt. 

John  Hawys. 

Oliver  Horfeman. 

Ch,  Harel. 

Rich.  Morton,  jun. 

David  Hamilton. 

Walter  Charleton. 

Hen.  Morelii. 

Phineas  Fowke. 

Walter  Harris. 

Tho.  Alvery. 

William  Briggs. 

Rob.  Gray. 

Tho.  Colladon. 

John  Wright. 

Ma>  tin  Lifter. 

James  Drake. 

Jo.  Colbatch. 

Sam.  Morris. 

Bernard  Connor. 

John  Woodward, 

W.  Cockburn. 

Norris. 

J.  ie  Feure. 

George  Colebrook. 

P.  Sylveftre. 

Gideon  Harvey. 

Ch.  Morton. 

The  defign  of  printing  the  fubfcribers’  names,  is  to  Ihew  that  the  late  un- 
dertaking has  the  fanction  of  a college  adt  j and  that  it  is  not  a proiedt  carried 
on  by  five  or  fix  members,  as  thofe  that  oppofe  it  would  unjuftl-y  inmniat?. 
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CANTO  I. 

SPEAK,  goddefs  ! flnce  ’tis  thou  that  bed:  canft  tell. 
How  ancient  leagues  to  modern  difcord  fell 3 
And  why  phyficians  were  fo  cautious  grown 
Of  others’  lives,  and  lavilh  of  their  own  3 
How  by  a journey  to  th’  Elyfian  plain  5 

Peace  triumph’d,  and  old  time  return’d  again. 

Not  far  from  that  mod:  celebrated  place. 

Where  angry  * juftice  Ihews  her  awful  face  3 
Where  little  villains  mud:  fubmit  to  fate. 

That  great  one’s  may  enjoy  the  world  in  ftate  3 10 

There  dands  a f dome,  majeftic  to  the  fight. 

And  fumptuous  arches  bear  its  oval  height  3 
A golden  globe,  plac’d  high  with  artful  fkiil. 

Seems,  to  the  diftaut  fight,  a gilded  pill : 

This  pile  was,  by  the  pious  patron’s  aim,  15 

Rais’d  for  a ufe  as  noble  as  its  frame  3 
Nor  did  the  learn’d  fociety  decline 
The  propagation  of  that  great  defign  ; 

In  all  her  mazes,  Nature’s  face  they  view’d, 

And,  as  fhe  difappear’d,  their  fearch  purfu’d.  20 
Wrapt  in  the  (hade  of  night  the  goddefs  lies. 

Yet  to  the  learn’d  unveils  her  dark  difguife. 

But  Ihuns  the  grofs  accefs  of  vulgar  eyes. 

Now  Ihe  unfolds  the  faint  and  dawning  llrife. 

Of  infant  atoms  kindling  into  life  5 25 

How  du6lile  matter  new  meanders  takes, 

And  {lender  trains  of  twilling  fibres  makes  5 
And  how  the  vifcous  feeks  a clofer  tone, 

By  juft  degrees  to  harden  into  bone  5 

While  the  more  ioofe  flow  from  the  vital  urn,  30 

And  in  full  tides  of  purple  ftreams  return  5 

How  lambent  flames  from  life’s  bright  lamps  arife. 

And  dart  in  emanations  through  the  eyes  5 

How  from  each  ftuice  a gentle  torrent  pours, 

To  flake  a feverilh  heat  with  ambient  Ihowers  5 35 

Whence  their  mechanic  powers  the  fpirits  claim  5 
How  great  their  force,  how  delicate  their  frame  3 

* Old  Balky.  f The  College  of  Phyficians. 
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How  the  fame  nerves  are  fafhion’d  to  fuftaln 
The  greateft  pleafure  and  the  greateft  pain  5 
Why  bilious  juice  a golden  light  puts  on,  4° 

And  floods  of  chyle  in  filver  currents  run ; 

How  the  dim  fpeck  of  entity  began 
T’  extend  its  recent  form,  and  ftretch  to  man ; 

To  how  minute  an  origin  we  owe 

Young  Ammon,  Caeiar,  and  the  great  NafTau  ; 45 

Why  paler  looks  impetuous  rage  proclaim, 

And  why  chill  virgins  redden  into  flame  ; 

Why  Envy  oft’  transforms  with  wan  difguife, 

And  why  gay  Mirth  fits  liniling  in  the  eyes; 

All  ice  why  Lucrece  ; or  Sempronia,  fire  ; 5° 

Why  Scarfdale  rages  to  furvive  defire  ; 

When  Milo’s  vigour  at  th’  Olympic’s  fhown, 

Whence  tropes  to  Finch,  or  impudence  toSloane  ; 
How  matter,  by  the  vary’d  fhape  of  pores. 

Or  ideots  frames,  or  folemn  fenators.  5 5 

Hence  ’tis  we  wait  the  wondrous  caufe  to  find, 

How  body  a61s  upon  impaflive  mind  ; 

How  fumes  of  wine  the  thinking  part  can  fire, 

Paft  hopes  revive,  and  prefent  joys  infpire  ; 

Why  our  complexions  oft  our  fout\declare,  60 

And  how  the  paflions  in  the  feature  are  ; 

How  touch  and  harmony  a rife  between 
Corporeal  figure,  and  a form  unfeen  ; 

How  quick  their  faculties  the  limbs  fulfil, 

And  a 6i  at  every  fummons  of  the  will ; 6$ 

With  mighty  truths,  myfterious  to  defcry, 

Which  in  the  womb  of  diftant  caufes  lie. 

But  now  no  grand  inquiries  are  defcry’d, 

Mean  faffion  reigns  where  knowledge  fhouid  prefide, 
Feuds  are  increas’d,  and  learning  laid  afide.  7° 

Thus  fynods  oft  concern  for  faith  conceal, 

And  for  important  nothings  fhew  a zeal : 

The  drooping  iciences  negle£led  pine, 

And  Paean’s  beams  with  fading  luftre  fhine. 

No  readers  here  with  he£Hc  looks  are  found,  . 75 
Nor  eyes  in  rheum,  through  midnight-watching, 
drown’d  ; 


THE  DISPENSARY*  sy 

The  lonely  edifice  in  fweats  complains 
That  nothing  there  but  fallen  iilence  reigns. 

This  place,  fo  fit  for  undidurb’d  repofe. 

The  God  of  Sloth  for  his  afylum  chofe  $ So 

Upon  a couch  of  down  in  thefe  abodes. 

Supine  with  folded  arms  he  thoughtlefs  nods  , 
Indulging  dreams  his  godhead  lull  toeafe. 

With  murmurs  of  foft  rills,  and  whifpering  trees  5 
The  poppy  and  each  numbing  plant  difpenfe  S5 

Their  drowzy  virtue,  and  dull  indolence  $ 

No  paflions  interrupt  his  eafy  reign, 

No  problems  puzzle  his  lethargic  brain  : 

But  dark  oblivion  guards  his  peaceful  bed, 

And  lazy  fogs  hang  lingering  o’er  his  head.  90 

As  at  full  length  the  pamper’d  monarch  lay, 
Battening  in  eafe,  and  (lumbering  life  away  j 
A fpiteful  noife  his  downy  chains  unties, 

Hades  forward,  and  increafes  as  it  flies. 

Fil'd,  fame  to  cleave  the  ftubborn  *flint  engage,  95 
Till,  urg’d  by  blows,  it  fparkles  into  rage  : 

Some  temper  lute,  fame  fpacious  veflels  move  , 

Thefe  furnaces  ereFt,  and  thofe  approve  $ 

Here  phials  in  nice  difcipline  are  fet. 

There  gallipots  are  rang’d  in  alphabet.  100 

In  this  place,  magazines  of  pills  you  fpy  : 

In  that,  like  forage,  herbs  in  bundles  lie  ; 

While  lifted  peflles,  brandifh’d  in  the  air, 

Defcend  in  peals,  and  civil  wars  declare. 

Loud  flrokes,  with  pounding  fpice,  the  fabric  rend, 

And  aromatic  clouds  in  fpires  afcend.  106 

So  when  the  Cyclops  o’er  their  anvils  fweat, 

And  dwelling  finews  echoing  blows  repeat, 

From  the  volcanos  grofs  eruptions  rife, 

And  curling  flieets  of  fmoke  obfcure  the  fkies.  no 
The  (lumbering  God,  amaz’d  at  this  new  din, 

Thrice  drove  to  rife,  and  thrice  funk  down  again, 
Liftlefs  he  dretch’d,  and  gaping  rubb’d  his  eyes. 

Then  falter’d  thus  betwixt  half  words  and  fighs : 

# The  building  of  the  difpenfary, 
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How  impotent  a deity  am  1 1 115 

With  godhead  horn,  but  curs’d,  that  cannot  diet 
Through  my  indulgence,  mortals  hourly  ffiare 
A grateful  negligence,  and  eafe  from  care. 

Lull'd  in  my  arms,  how  long  have  I with-held 
The  northern  monarcbs  from  the  dully  held  ! *2® 

How  I have  kept  the  Britilh  fleet  at  eafe. 

From  tempting  the  rough  dangers  of  the  Teas  ! 

Hibernia  owns  the  mildnefs  of  my  reign, 

And  my  divinity’s  ador’d  in  Spain. 

I fwains  to  fylvan  folitudes  convey,  125 

Where,  ilretch'd  on  molly  beds,  they  wallc  away 
In  gentle  joys  the  night,  in  vows  the  day. 

What  marks  of  wondrous  clemency  I’ve  Ihown, 

Some  reverend  worthies  of  the  gown  can  own  : 
Triumphant  plenty,  with  a cheerful  grace,  130 

Balks  in  their  eyes,  and  fparkles  in  their  face. 

How  fleek  their  looks,  how  goodly  is  their  mien. 

When  big  they  Unit  behind  a double  chin! 

Each  faculty  in  blandilhments  they  lull, 

Afpii  ing  to  be  venerably  dull ; r3£ 

No  learn’d  debates  molell  their  downy  trance, 

Or  difcompofe  their  pompous  ignorance  j 
But,  undilturb’d,  they  loiter  life  away, 

So  wither  green,  and  blollbm  in  decay  ; 

Deep  funk  in  down,  they,  by  my  gentle  care,  14c 
Avoid  th'  inclemencies  of  morning  air, 

And  leave  to  tatter’d  * crape  the  drudgery  of  prayer. 

Urimf  was  civil,  and  not  void  of  lenfe, 

Had  humour,  and  a courteous  confidence  : 

So  fpruce  he  moves,  lo  gracefully  he  cocks,  145: 

The  hallow’d  rofe  declares  him  orthodox  : 

He  pafs’d  his  ealy  hours,  inllead  of  prayer, 

In  madrigals,  and  phillyfmgthe  fair  ; 

Conllant  at  feafts,  and  each  decorum-  knew. 

And,  loon  as  the  defert  appear’d,  withdrew  5 
Always  obliging,  and  without  offence. 

And  lancy’d,  for  his  gay  impertience. 

* See  Boileau’s  Lutrin,  f Dr.  Atterbury. 
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But  fee  how  ill-miftaken  parts  fucceed  ; 

He  threw  off  my  dominion,  and  would  read  ^ 

Engag’d  in  controverfy,  wrangled  well!  155 

In  convocation  language  could  excel ; 

In  volumes  prov’d  the  church  without  defence$ 

By  nothing  guarded  but  by  Providence  j 

How  grace  and  moderation  difagreej 

And  violence  advances  charity.  160 

Thus  writ  till  none  would  read,  becoming  foon 

A wretched  fcribbler  of  a rare  buffoon. 

Mankind  my  fond  propitious  power  has  try’d. 

Too  oft  to  own,  too  much  to  be  deny’d. 

And  all  I afk  are  fliades  and  filent  bowers,  165 

To  pals  in  foft  forgetfulnefs  my  hours. 

Oft  have  my  fears  f’ome  diftant  villa  chofe. 

O’er  that  quietus  where  fat  judges  dofe, 

And  lull  their  cough  and  confcience  to  repofe  % 

Or,  if  fome  cloilter’s  refuge  I implore,  170 

Where  holy  drones  o’er  dying  tapers  fnore, 

The  peals  of  Naffau’s  arms  thefe  eyes  unclofe, 

Mine  he  molefts,  to  give  the  world  repoie* 

That  eafe  I offer,  with  contempt  he  flies. 

His  couch  a trench,  his  canopy  the  fkies.  175 

Nor  climes  nor  feafons  his  relolves  control, 

Th’  equator  has  no  heat,  the  ice  no  pole. 

With  arms  refiftlefs  o’er  the  globe  he  flies, 

And  leaves  to  Jove  the  empire  of  the  fkies. 

But,  as  the  flothful  god  to  yawn  begun,  180 

He  (hook  off  the  dull  miff,  and  thus  went  on  s 
’Twas  in  this  reverend  dome  I fought  repofe, 

Thefe  walls  were  that  afylum  I had  chofe. 

Here  have  I rul’d  long  undifturb’d  with  broils. 

And  laugh’d  at  heroes,  and  their  glorious  toils.  185 
My  annals  are  in  mouldy  mildews  wrought, 

With  eafy  infigniflcance  of  thought. 

But  now  fome  bufy,  enterprifing  brain 
Invents  new  fancies  to  renew  my  pain, 

And  labours  to  diffolve  my  eafy  reign.  19Q 

With  that,  the  god  his  darling  phantom  calls, 

And  from  his  faltering  lips  this  meffage  falls  5 
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Since  mortals  will  difpute  my  power,  I’ll  try 
Who  has  the  greateft  empire,  they  or  I. 

Find  envy  out,  Tome  prince’s  court  attend,  195 

Mod  likely  there  you’ll  meet  the  famifh’d  fiend  $ 

Or  where  dull  critics  authors’  fate  foretel  5 
Or  where  ftale  maids,  or  meagre  eunuchs  dwell $ 

Tell  the  bleak  fury  what  new  proje6ts  reign 
Among  the  homicides  of  Warwick -lane  : zoo 

And  what  th’  event,  unlels  the  ftrait  inclines 
To  blafi:  their  hopes,  and  baffle  their  defigns. 

More  he  had  fpoke,  but  fudden  vapours  rife, 

And  with  their  filken  cords  tie  down  his  eyes.  204 

CANTO  II. 

SOON  as  the  evening  veil’d  the  mountains  heads,. 

And  winds  lay  hufh’d  in  fubterranean  beds $ 
Whilft  fickening  flowers  drink  up  the  filver  dew, 

And  beaux  for  fome  aflembly  drefs  anew  $ 

The  city  faints  to  prayers  and  play-houfe  hafte  $ 5 

The  rich  to  dinner,  and  the  poor  to  reft: 

Th’  officious  phantom  then  prepar’d  with  care 
To  Aide  on  tender  pinions  through  the  air. 

Oft’  he  attempts  the  fummit  of  a rock, 

And  oft’  the  hollow  of  fome  blafted  oak : 1 o 

At  length  approaching  where  bleak  Envy  lay ; 

The  hiding  of  her  fnakes  proclaim’d  the  way. 

Beneath  the  gloomy  covert  of  an  yew, 

That  taints  the  grafs  with  fickly  fweats  of  dew  j 
No  verdant  beauty  entertains  the  fight,  15 

But  baneful  hemlock,  and  cold  aconite  5 
In  a dark  grot  the  baleful  haggard  lay, 

Breathing  black  vengeance,  and  infe&ing  day. 

But  how  deform’d,  and  worn  with  fpiteful  woes. 
When  Accius  has  applaufe,  Dorfennus  (hews.  20 
The  cheerful  blood  her  meagre  cheeks  forfook, 

And  bafilifks  fate  brooding  in  her  look  j 
A bald  and  bloated  toad-ftool  rais’d  her  head  $ 

The  plumes  of  boding  ravens  were  her  bed  $ 

From  her  chapp’d  noftrils  fcalding  torrents  fall, 

And  her  funk  eyes  boil  o’er  in  floods  of  gall. 
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Volcanos  labour  thus  with  inward  pains, 

While  Teas  of  melted  ore  lay  wafte  the  plains* 

Around  the  fiend,  in  hideous  order,  late 
Foul  bawling  Infamy,  and  bold  Debate;  $© 

Gruff  Difcontent,  through  Ignorance  milled. 

And  clam’rous  Fa&ion,  at  her  party’s  head; 

Reftiefs  Sedition,  ftill  diffembling  Fear, 

And  fly  Hypocrify,  with  pious  leer. 

Glouting  with  fullen  fpite,  the  fury  fhook  35 

Her  clotted  locks,  and  blafted  with  each  look  ; 

Then  tore,  with  canker’d  teeth,  the  pregnant  fcrolls* 
Where  Fame  the  a<5Is  of  demi-gods  enrols  5 
And,  as  the  rent-records  in  pieces  fell, 

Each  fcrap  did  fome  immortal  adion  tell.  40 

This  (hew’d  how,  fix'd  as  fate,  Torquatus  Hood, 
That  the  fam’d  palfage  of  the  Granic  flood  ; 

The  Julian  eagles  here  their  wings  difplay, 

And  there,  like  fetting  liars,  the  Decii  lay  j 

This  does  Camillus  as  a god  extol,  45 

That  points  at  Manlius  in  the  Capitol  ; 

How  Codes  did  the  Tyber’s  lurges  brave, 

How  Curtius  plung’d  into  the  gaping  grave. 

Great  Cyrus  here  the  Medes  and  Perfians  join. 

And  there  th’  immortal  battle  of  the  Boyne.  50 

As  the  light  meffenger  the  fury  fpy’d, 

Awhile  his  curdling  blood  forgot  to  glide  ; 

Confufion  on  his  fainting  vitais  hung, 

And  fauitering  accents  flutter'd  on  his  tongue  % 

At  length,  alfuming  courage,  he  convey’d  55 

His  errand,  then  he  Ihrunk  into  the  lhade. 

The  hag  lay  long  revolving  what  might  be 
The  bleft  event  of  fuch  an  embalfy  ; 

Then  blazons  in  dread  fmiles  her  hideous  form  ; 

So  lightning  gilds  the  unrelenting  ftorm.  60 

Thus  Ihe  iMankind  are  bleft,  they  riot  ftill 
Unbounded  in  exorbitance  of  ill. 

By  devaluation  the  rough  warrior  gains, 

And  farmers  fatten  mod  when  famine  reigns  5 

For  fickly  feafons  the  phyficians  wait,  65 

And  pol  iticians  thrive  in  broils  of  Hate  $ 
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The  lover’s  eafy  when  the  fair  one  fighs, 

And  gods  fubfift  not  but  by  facrifice. 

Each  other  being  fome  indulgence  knows  : 

Few  are  my  joys,  but  infinite  my  woes.  70 

My  prefent  pain  Britannia’s  genius  wills, 

And  thus  the  fates  record  my  future  ills. 

A heroine  (hall  Albion’s  fceptre  bear, 

With  arms  fhall  vanquifh  earth,  and  heaven  with  prayer. 
She  on  the  world  her  clemency  (hall  (liower,  7 5 

And  only  to  preferve  exert  her  power. 

Tyrants  (hall  then  their  impious  aims  forbear. 

And  Blenheim’s  thunder  more  than  H£tna’s  fear. 

Since  by  no  arts  I therefore  can  defeat 
The  happy  enterprifes  of  the  great,  So 

I’ll  calmly  (loop  to  more  inferior  things, 

And  try  if  my  lov’d  (hakes  have  teeth  or  (lings. 

She  faid  ; and  ftraight  (brill  Colon’s*  perfon  took. 
In  morals  looie,  but  mod  precife  in  look. 

Black- friars  annals  lately  pleas’d  to  call  S5 

Him  warden  of  apothecaries -hall : 

And,  when  fo  dignify’d,  did  not  forbear 
That  operation  which  the  learn’d  declare 
Gives  colics  eafe,  and  makes  the  ladies  fair. 

In  trifling  (how  his  tinfel  talent  lies  $ 90 

And  form  the  want  of  intellect  fupplies. 

In  afpe6l  grand  and  goodly  he  appears, 

Rever’d  as  patriarchs  in  primaeval  years. 

Hourly  his  learn’d  impertinence  affords 
A barren  fuperfluity  of  words  $ 9 5 

The  patient’s  ears  remorfelefs  he  aflails. 

Murders  with  jargon,  where  his  med’cine  fails. 

The  fury  thus  afluming  Colon’s  grace, 

So  (lung  her  arms,  fo  (huffled  in  her  pace. 

Onward  (he  haftens  to  the  fam’d  abodes,  100 

Where  Horofcopef  invokes  th’  infernal  gods  : 

And  reach’d  the  manfion  where  the  vulgar  run. 

For  ruin  throng,  and  pay  to  be  undone. 

This  viiionary  various  projects  tries, 

And  knows  that  to  be  rich  is  to  be  wife.  105 

# Lee,  an  apothecary,  f Dr  Barnard. 
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By  lifeful  obfervations  he  can  tell 
The  facred  charms  that  in  true  deriing  dwell  5 
How  gold  makes  a patrician  of  a Have, 

A dwarf  an  Atlas,  a Therfites  brave. 

It  cancels  all  defers,  and  in  their  place  no 

Finds  fenfe  in  Brownlow,  charms  in  Lady  Grace  5 
It  guides  the  fancy,  and  dire&s  the  mind  : 

No  bankrupt  ever  found  a fair  one  kind. 

So  truly  Herofcope  its  virtues  knows. 

To  this  lov’d  Idol  ’tis,  alone,  he  bows  ; 1 15 

And  fancies  fuch  bright  heraldry  can  prove. 

The  vile  plebeian  but  the  third  from  Jove. 

Long  has  he  been  of  that  amphibious  fry. 

Bold  to  prefcribe,  and  bufy  to  apply. 

His  fhop  the  gazing  vulgar’s  eyes  employs,  120 

With  foreign  trinkets,  and  domed ic  toys. 

Here  mummies  lay,  mod  reverendly  dale  ; 

And  there  the  tortoife  hung  her  coat  of  mail  5 
Not  far  from  feme  huge  fhark’s  devouring  head, 

The  dying  fifh  their  finny  pinions  fpread  j 125 

Aloft  in  rqws  large  poppy  heads  were  drung, 

And  near  a fcaly  alligator  hung  j 

In  this  place,  drugs  in  mudy  heaps  decay’d  5 

In  that,  dried  bladders  and  drawn  teeth  were  laid. 

An  inner  room  receives  the  numerous  fhoals,  330 
Of  fuch  as  pay  to  be  reputed  fools. 

Globes  dand  by  globes,  volumes  on  volumes  lie. 

And  planetary  fchemes  amufe  the  eye. 

The  fage,  in  velvet  chair,  here  lolls  ateafe, 

To  promife  future  health  for  prefect  fees  ; 135 

Then,  as  from  tripod,  folemn  fhame  reveals, 

And  what  the  dars  know  nothing  of,  foretels. 

One  afks  how  foon  Fanthea  may  be  won. 

And  longs  to  feel  the  marriage  fetters  on  : 

Others,  convinc’d  by  melancholy  proof,  140 

Inquire  when  courteous  fates  will  drike  them  off. 
Some,  by  what  means  they  may  redrefs  their  wrong, 
When  fathers  the  po  fie  Hi  on  keep  too  long. 

Ar.d  lbme  would  know  the  ifiue  of  their  cauie, 

And  whether  gold  can  folder  up  its  daws.  145 
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Poor  pregnant  Lais  his  advice  would  have* 

To  lofe  by  art  what  fruitful  nature  gave  $ 

And  Portia,  old  in  expectation  grown. 

Laments  her  barren  curfe,  and  begs  a fon  ; 

Whilft  Iris  his  cofmetic  wafti  would  try,  150 

To  make  her  bloom  revive,  and  lovers  die. 

Some  alk  for  charms,  and  others  philters  choofe, 

To  gain  Corinna,  and  their  quartans  lofe. 

Young  Hylas,  botch’d  with  ftains  too  foul  to  name. 

In  cradle  here  renews  his  youthful  frame  ; 155 

Cloy’d  with  defire,  and  furfeited  with  charms, 

A hot-houfe  he  prefers  to  Julia’s  arms. 

And  old  Lucullus  would  th’  arcanum  prove, 

Of  kindling  in  cold  veins  the  fparks  of  love. 

Bleak  Envy  thefedull  frauds  with  pleafure  fees,  160 
And  wonders  at  the  fenfelefs  myfteries. 

In  Colon’s  voice  fhe  thus  calls  out  aloud 
On  Horofcope,  environ’d  by  the  crowd  : 

Forbear,  forbear,  thy  vain  amufements  ceafe, 

Thy  woodcocks  from  their  gins  awhile  releafe  5 165 

And  to  that  dire  misfortune  liften  well, 

Which  thou  fhouldft  fear  to  know,  or  I to  tell. 

Tis  true,  thou  ever  waft  efteemed  by  me 
The  great  Alcides  of  our  company. 

When  we,  with  noble  fcorn,  refolv’d  to  eafe  170 
Ourfelves  from  all  parochial  offices  5 
And  to  our  wealthier  patients  left  the  care 
And  draggled  dignity  of  fcavenger  ; 

Such  zeal  in  that  affair  thou  didit  exprefs. 

Nought  could  be  equal,  but  the  great  fuccefs,  175 
Now  call  to  mind  thy  generous  prowefs  paft, 

Be  what  thou  fhouldft,  by  thinking  what  thou  waft  ; 
The  faculty  of  Warwick-Lane  delign, 

If  not  to  ftorm,  at  leaft  to  undermine. 

Their  gates  each  day  ten  thouland  night- caps  crowd. 
And  mortars  utter  their  attempts  aloud.  18 1 

If  they  fhould  once  unmalk  our  myftery, 

Each  nurie,  ere  long,  would  be  as  learivd  as  we  5 
Our  art  expos’d  toev’ry  vulgar  eye  ; 

And  none,  in  complaifance  to  us,  would  die.  185 
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What  if  we  claim  their  right  t’aflaffinate, 

Muft  they  needs  turn  apothecaries  ftraight  ? 

Prevent  it,  gods  ! all  ftratagems  we  try, 

To  crowd  with  new  inhabitants  your  flcy. 

’Tis  we  who  wait  the  Deftinies’  command,  190 

To  purge  the  troubled  air,  and  weed  the  land. 

And  dare  the  college  infolently  aim 
To  equal  our  fraternity  in  fame  ? 

Then  let  crab’s  eyes  with  pearl  for  virtue  try, 

Or  Highgate-hill  with  lofty  Pindus  vie  ; 195 

So  glow-worms  may  compare  with  Titan’s  beams, 

And  Hare- court  pump  with  Aganippe’s  ftreams. 

Our  manufactures  now  they  meanly  fell. 

And  their  true  value  treacheroufly  tell  j 
Nay,  they  difcovertoo,  their  fpite  is  fuch,  20Q 

That  health,  than  crowns  more  valued,  cofts  not  much  j 
Whilft  we  muft  fteer  our  conduCf  by  thefe  rules, 

To  cheat  as  tradefmen,  or  to  ftarve  as  fools. 

At  this  fam’d  Horofcope  turn’d  pale,  and  ftraight 
In  filence  tumbled  from  his  chair  of  ftate  : 20$ 

The  crowd  in  great  confufion  fought  the  door, 

And  left  the  magus  fainting  on  the  floor  $ 

Whilft  in  his  breaft  the  fury  breath’d  aftorm, 

Then  fought  her  cell,  and  re-aflumed  her  form. 

Thus  from  the  fore  although  the  inleCt  flies,  210 
It  leaves  a brood  of  maggots  in  difguile. 

Officious  Squirt*  in  hafte  forfook  his  (hop. 

To  luccour  the  expiring  Horofcope. 

Oft  he  effay’d  the  magus  to  reftore, 

By  fait  of  luccinum’s  prevailing  power  5 215 

Yet  ftill  fupine  the  folid  lumber  lay, 

An  image  of  fcarce  animated  clay  ; 

Till  fates,  indulgent  when  difafters  call. 

By  Squirt’s  nice  hand  apply’d  a urinal. 

The  wight  no  fooner  did  the  ftream  receive,  220 

But  rous’d,  and  biefs’d  the  ft  ale  reftorative. 

The  fprings  of  life  their  former  vigour  feel  3 
Such  zeal  he  had  for  that  vile  utenfil. 

So  when  the  great  Pelides  Thetis  found. 

He  knew  the  lea- weed  fcent,  and  th’  azure  goddefs  own’d. 

* Dr.  Barnard’s  man. 
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ALL  night  the  fage  in  penfive  tumults  lay. 
Complaining  of  the  How  approach  of  day  $ 

Oft’  turn’d  him  round,  and  drove  to  think  no  more 
Of  what  (hrill  Colon  laid  the  day  before. 

Cowflips  and  poppies  o’er  his  eyes  he  fpread,  5 

And  Salmon’s  works  are  laid  beneath  his  head. 

But  thofe  blefs’d  opiates  ftill  in  vain  he  tries, 

Sleep’s  gentle  image  his  embraces  flies  : 

Tumultuous  cares  lay  rolling  in  his  bread, 

And  thus  his  anxious  thoughts  the  fage  expreft.  10 
Oft  has  this  planet  roll’d  around  the  fun. 

Since  to  confult  the  (kies  I flrft  begun  : 

Such  my  applaufe,  fo  mighty  my  fuccefs. 

Some  granted  my  predictions  more  than  guefs. 

But,  doubtful  as  I am,  I’ll  entertain  15 

This  faith,  there  can  be  no  miftake  in  gain. 

For  the  dull  world  muft  honour  pay  to  thofe. 

Who  on  their  underftanding  moft  impofe. 

Firft  man  creates,  and  then  he  fears  the  elf ; 

Thus  others  cheat  him  not,  but  he  himfelf  j 20 

He  loathes  the  fubftance,  and  he  loves  the  (how  j 
You’U  ne’er  convince  a fool,  himfelf  is  fo  : 

He  hates  realities,  and  hugs  the  cheat. 

And  (till  the  only  pleafure’s  the  deceit. 

So  meteors  flatter  with  a dazzling  dye,  25 

Which  no  exiflence  has,  but  in  the  eye, 

As  diflant  profpe&s  pleafe  us,  but  when  near. 

We  find  but  defert  rocks  and  fleeting  air  $ 

From  ftratagem  to  ftratagem  we  run, 

And  he  knows  moft  who  lateft  is  undone.  30 

Mankind  one  day  ferene  and  free  appear  ; 

The  next,  they’re  cloudy,  fullen,  and  fevere ; 

New  paflions  new  opinions  ftill  excite  ; 

And  what  they  like  at  noon  they  leave  at  night. 

They  gain  with  labour  what  they  quit  with  eafe  ; 35 

And  health,  for  want  of  change,  becomes  difeafe  : 
Religion’s  bright  authority  they  dare. 

And  yet  are  (laves  to  fuperftitious  fear. 
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They  counfel  others,  but  themfelves  deceive, 

And  though  they’re  cozen’d  frill,  they  frill  believe,  40 
So  falfe  their  cenfiire,  fickle  their  efteem, 

This  hour  they  worfhip,  and  the  next  blalpheme. 

Shall  I then,  who  with  penetrating  fight 
Infpeft  the  fprings  that  guide  each  appetite  5 
Who  with  unfathom’d  fearches  hourly  pierce  45 
The  dark  recedes  of  the  univerfe  5 
Be  aw’d,  if  puny  emmets  would  opprefs  5 
Or  fear  their  fury,  or  their  name  carefs  ? 

If  all  the  fiends  that  in  low  darknefs  reign 

Be  not  the  fi&ions  of  a fickly  brain,  50 

That  profpeft,  the  difpenfary  they  call. 

Before  the  moon  can  blunt  her  horns,  fhall  fall. 

With  that,  a glance  from  mild  Aurora’s  eyes 
Shoots  through  the  cryftal  kingdoms  of  the  Ikies. 

The  favage  kind  in  forefts  ceafe  to  roam,  55 

And  fots,  o’ercharg’d  with  naufeous  loads,  reel  home  5 
Drums,  trumpets,  hautboys,  wake  the flumbering  pair, 
Whilft  bridegroom  fighs,  and  thinks  the  bride  lefs  fair  5 
Light’s  cheerful  fmiles  o’er  th’  azure  wafte  are  fpread, 
And  mifs  from  inns  of  court  bolts  out  unpaid  $ 6© 

The  fage,  tranfported  at  th’  approaching  hour, 
Imperioufiy  thrice  thunder’d  on  the  floor  $ 

Officious  Squirt  that  moment  had  accefs. 

His  truft  was  great,  his  vigilance  no  lefs. 

To  him  thus  Horofcope:  65 

My  kind  compaflion  in  this  dire  affair. 

Which  is  more  light,  fince  you  aflame  a fliare  ; 

Fly  with  what  hafte  you  us’d  to  do  of  old. 

When  clyfter  was  in  danger  to  be  cold  j 

With  expedition  on  the  beadle  call,  7© 

To  fummon  all  the  company  to  th’  hall. 

Away  the  friendly  coadjutor  flies, 

Swift  as  from  phial  fleams  of  harts-h  orn  rife. 

The  magus  in  the  interim  mumbles  o’er 

Vile  terms  of  art  to  fome  infernal  power,  75 

And  draws  myfterious  circles  on  the  floor. 

But  from  the  gloomy  vault  no  glaring  fpright9 
Afcends,  $0  blaft  the  tender  bloom  of  light. 
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No  mydic  founds  from  hell’s  deteded  womb 
In  dufky  exhalations  upwards  come.  go 

And  now  to  raife  an  altar  he  decrees, 

To  that  devouring  harpy  call’d  Difeafe  t 
Then  flowers  in  caniders  he  hades  to  bring. 

The  wither’d  produ£t  of  a blighted  fpring; 

With  cold  folanum  from  the  Pontic  fhore,  85 

The  roots  of  mandrake  and  black  hellebore  j 
The  griper  fenna,  and  the  puker  rue, 

The  iweetener  faffafras  are  added  too  ; 

And  on  the  ftru6lure  next  he  heaps  a load 
Of  fulphur,  turpentine,  and  maftic  wood  ; 50 

Gums,  foflils  too,  the  pyramids  increas’d  5 
A mummy  next,  once  monarch  of  the  ead  } 

Then  from  the  compter  he  takes  down  the  file, 

And  with  prefcriptions  lights  the  folemn  pile. 

Feebly  the  flames  on  clumfy  wings  afpire,  9$ 

And  fmothering  fogs  of  fmoke  benight  the  fire. 

With  l’orrow  he  beheld  the  lad  portent. 

Then  to  the  hag  thefe  orifons  he  fent : 

Difeafe  ! thou  ever  mod  propitious  power, 

Whole  kind  indulgence  we  difcern  each  hour!  100 
Thou  well  cand  boad  thy  numerous  pedigree. 

Begot  by  Sloth,  maintain’d  by  Luxury. 

In  gilded  palaces  thy  prowefs  reigns, 

But  flies  the  humble  fheds  of  cottage  fwains. 

To  you  fuch  might  and  energy  belong,  105 

You  nip  the  blooming,  and  unnerve  the  drong. 

The  purple  conqueror  in  chains  you  bind. 

And  are  to  us  your  valfals  only  kind. 

If,  in  return,  all  diligence  we  pay 
To  fix  your  empire  and  confirm  your  fway,  no 

Far  as  the  weekly-bills  can  reach  around, 

From  Kent'lfreet  end,  to  fam’d  St.  Giles’s  pound} 
Behold  this  poor  libation  with  a fmile, 

And  let  aufpicious  light  breakthrough  the  pile. 

He  fpoke  j and  on  the  pyramid  he  laid  115 

Bay  leaves  and  vipers  hearts,  and  thus  he  faid  ; 

As  thefe  confume  in  this  myderious  fire, 

So  let  the  curs’d  difpenfary  expire ! 
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And  as  thofe  crackle  in  the  flames  and  die, 

So  let  its  veflels  burft,  and  glafles  fly  ! I 2® 

But  a finifter  cricket  ftraight  was  heard  j 
The  altar  fell,  the  offering  difappear’d. 

As  the  fam’d  wight  the  omen  did  regret, 

Squirt  brought  the  news  the  company  was  met. 

Nigh  where  Fleet-ditch  defcends  in  fable  ftreams, 
To  wafh  his  footy  Naiads  in  the  Thames  $ 126 

There  ftands  a ftru£ture  on  a rifing  hill, 

Where  Tyros  take  their  freedom  out  to  kill. 

Some  pi6tures  inthefe  dreadful  fhambles  tell, 

How,  by  the  Delian  god,  the  Python  fell  3 13© 

And  how  Medea  did  the  philtre  brew. 

That  could  in  ./Efon’s  veins  young  force  renew  ; 

How  mournful  Myrrha  for  her  crimes  appears, 

And  heals  hyfteric  matrons  ft  ill  with  tears  5 

How  Mentha  and  Althea,  nymphs  no  more,  135 

Revive  in  facred  plants,  and  health  reftore  ; 

How  fanguine  fwains  their  amorous  hours  repent, 
When  pleafure’s  paft,  and  pains  are  permanent  5 
And  how  frail  nymphs  oft,  by  abortion,  aim 
To  lofe  a fubftance  to  preferve  a name.  140 

Soon  as  each  member  in  his  rank  was  plac’d. 

The  aflembly  Diafenna*  thus  addrefs’d  : 

My  kind  confederates,  if  my  poor  intent. 

As  ’tis  fincere,  had  been  but  prevalent, 

We  here  had  met  on  fome  more  fafe  defign,  145 

And  on  no  other  bufmefs  but  to  dine  $ 

The  faculty  had  ftill  maintain’d  their  fway. 

And  int’reft  then  had  bid  us  but  obey  j 
This  only  emulation  we  had  known, 

Who  beft  could  fill  his  purfe,  and  thin  the  town.  15© 
But  now  from  gathering  clouds  deftnuftion  pours, 
Which  ruins  with  mad  rage  our  halcyon  hours  1 
Mifts  from  black  jealoufies  thetempeft  form, 

Whilft  late  divifions  reinforce  the  florin. 

Know  when  thefe  feuds,  like  thofe  at  law,  were  paft, 
The  winners  will  be  lofers  at  the  laft,  j 56 

# Gilftrop,  an  apothecary. 
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Like  heroes  in  fea-fights  we  feek  renown  ; 

To  fire  Tome  hoftile  Ihip  we  burn  our  own. 

Whoe'er  throws  dull  againft  the  wind,  defcries 
He  throws  it,  in  effecf,  but  in  his  eyes.  x6o 

That  juggler  which  another's  fleight  will  fhew, 

But  teaches  how  the  world  his  own  may  know. 

Thrice  happy  were  thofe  golden  days  of  old, 

When  dear  as  Burgundy  ptifans  were  fold  $ 

When  patients  chofe  to  die  with  better  will,  165 
Than  breathe,  and  pay  th’  apothecary's  bill  j 
And,  cheaper  than  for  our  afliftance  call, 

Might  go  to  Aix  or  Bourbon  fpring  and  fall. 

Then  priefts  increas’d,  and  piety  decay'd, 

Churchmen  the  church's  purity  betray'd,  170 

Their  lives  and  do&rine  (laves  and  atheifts  made. 

The  laws  were  but  the  hireling  judge’s  fenfe  $ 

Juries  were  fway'd  by  venal  evidence. 

Fools  were  promoted  to  the  council  board, 

Tools  to  the  bench,  and  bullies  to  the  fword.  275 
Penfions  in  private  were  thefenate's  aim  ; 

And  patriots  for  a place  abandon'd  fame. 

But  now  no  influencing  art  remains, 

For  Somers  has  the  feal,  and  Naflau  reigns  5 

And  we,  in  fpite  of  our  refolves,  mult  bow,  180 

And  fuffer  by  a reformation  too. 

For  now  late  jars  our  practices  detect, 

And  mines,  when  once  difcover’d,  lofeeffe£t. 
Diflentions,  likefmall  ftreams,  are  firft  begun, 

Scarce  feen  they  rife,  but  gather  as  they  run : 285 

So  lines  that  from  their  parellel  decline, 

More  they  proceed,  the  more  they  (till  disjoin. 

^Tis  therefore  my  advice  in  hafte  we  fend, 

And  beg  the  faculty  to  be  our  friend  : 

Send  fwarms  of  patients,  and  our  quarrels  end.  29^ 
So  awful  beadles,  if  the  vagrant  treat, 

Straight  turn  familiar,  and  their  fafces  quit. 

In  vain  we  but  contend,  that  planet’s  power 
Thole  vapours  can  difpe-rfe  it  rais'd  before* 
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‘As  lie  prepar’d  the  mifchief  to  recite,  195 

Keen  Colocynthus*  paus’d,  and  foam’d  with  fpite. 
Sour  ferments  on  his  fhining  furface  fwim, 

Work  up  the  froth,  and  bubble  o’er  the  brim  ; 

Not  beauties  fret  fo  much  if  freckles  come, 

Or  nofe  fhould  redden  in  the  drawing-room  j 2.0® 
'Or  lovers  that  midake  th’  appointed  hour. 

Or  in  the  lucky  minute  want  the  power* 

Thus  he — Thou  fcandal  of  great  Pgean’s  art, 

At  thy  approach  the  fprings  of  nature  dart, 

The  nerves  unbrace  ; nay,  at  the  fight  of  thee,  205 
A fcratch  turns  cancer,  itch  a leprofy, 

Oould’d  thou  propofe  that  we,  the  friends  of  fates, 
Who  fill  church-yards,  and  who  unpeople  dates, 
Who  baffle  nature,  and  difpofe  of  lives, 

Whilfl  Ruffe!  f3  as  we  pleale,  or  flarves  or  thrives, 
■Should  e’er  fubmlt  to  their  defpotic  will,  2 is 

Who  out  of  confolation  fcarce  can  kill  ? 

The  towering  Alps  (hall  fooner  fink  to  vales. 

And  leeches,  in  our  glaffes,  fwell  to  whales  $ 

Or  Norwich  trade  in  inflruments  of  fleel,  215 

And  Birmingham  in  duds  and  druggets  deal ; 

Alleys  at  Wapping  furnifh  us  new  modes, 

And  Monmouth- dreet  Verfailles  with  riding-hoods  ! 
The  fick  to  th’  hundreds  in  pale  throngs  repair. 

And  change  the  gravel  pits  for  Kentifh  air!  220 
Our  properties  mud  on  our  arms  depend  5 
*Tis  next  to  conquer,  bravely  to  defend. 

’Tisto  the  vulgar  death  too  harfli  appears  $ 

The  ill  we  feel  is  only  in  our  fears. 

To  die  is  landing  on  fome  fileat  fhore*  225 

Where  billows  never  break,  nor  tempefts  mar  5 
Ere  well  we  feel  the  friendly  drake,  ’tis  o’er. 

The  wife  through  thought  th’’  infuks  of  death  defy  5 
The  fools  through  bled  infendbility. 

^Tis  what  the  guilty  fear,  the  pious  crave  \ 230 

Sought  by  the  wretch,  and  vanquifh’d  by  the  brave. 
It  eafes  lovers,  lets  the  captive  free, 

And,  though  a tyrant,  offers  liberty. 

* Pare,  ao  apothecary.  f A celebrated  undertaker  of  funerals 
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Sound  but  to  arms,  the  foe  (ball  loon  confefs 
Our  force  increafes,  as  our  funds  grow  lefs  j 235 
And  what  requir’d  Rich  induftry  to  raife. 

We’ll  fcatter  into  nothing  as  we  pleafe. 

Thus  they’ll  acknowledge,  to  annihilate 
Shews  no  lefs  wondrous  power  than  to  create. 

We’ll  raife  our  num’rous  cohorts,  and  oppofe  240 
The  feeble  forces  of  our  pigmy  foes  5 
Legions  of  quacks  fhall  join  us  on  the  place. 

From  great  Kirleus  down  to  Do6lor  Cafe. 

Though  fuch  vile  rubbifh  fink,  yet  we  fhall  rife  5 
Directors  ft  ill  fecure  the  greateft  prize.  245 

Such  poor  fupports  ferve  only  like  a ftay  ; 

The  tree  once  fix’d,  its  reft  is  torn  away. 

So  patriots,  in  time  of  peace  and  eafe, 

Forget  the  fury  of  the  late  difeafe  j 

On  dangers  pad  ferenely  think  no  more,  250 

And  curfe  the  hand  that  heal’d  the  wound  before. 

Arm,  therefore,  gallant  friends,  ’tis  honour’s  call  | 
Or  let  us  boldly  fight,  or  bravely  fall ! 

To  this  the  feflion  leem’d  to  give  confent, 

Much  lik’d  the  war,  but  dreaded  much  th’  event. 

At  length,  the  growing  difference  to  compofe,  256 
Two  brothers,  nam’d  Afcarides*,  arofe. 

Both  had  the  volubility  of  tongue, 

In  meaning  faint,  but  in  opinion  ftrong. 

To  fpeak  they  both  affum’d  a like  pretence  ; 260 

The  elder  gain’d  his  juft  pre  eminence. 

Tlips  he  : ’Tis  true,  when  privilege  and  right 
Are  once  invaded,  honour  bids  us  fight. 

But,  ere  we  once  engage  in  honour’s  caufe, 

Firft  know  what  honour  is,  and  whence  it  was. 

Scorn'd  by  the  bale,  ’tis  courted  by  the  brare  5 
The  hero’s  tyrant,  and  the  coward’s  Have  5 
Born  in  the  noify  camp,  it  lives  on  air. 

And  both  exifts  by  hope  and  by  del  pair ; 

Angry  whene’er  a moment’s  eafe  we  gain,  270 

And  reconcil’d  at  our  returns  of  pain, 

* The  Pearce?,  apothecaries. 
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It  lives  when  in  death’s  arms  the  hero  lies  5 
But  when  his  fafety  he  confults,  it  dies. 

Bigoted  to  this  idol,  we  difclaim 

Reft,  health,  and  eafe,  for  nothing  but  a name.  275 

Then  let  us,  to  the  field  before  we  move, 

Know  if  the  gods  our  enterprife  approve. 

Suppofe  th’  unthinking  faculty  unveil 

What  we,  through  wifer  condu&,  would  conceal : 

Is’t  reafon  we  fhould  quarrel  with  the  glafs  280 

That  (hews  the  monftrous  features  of  our  face  ? 

Or  grant  fome  grave  pretenders  have  of  late 
Thought  fit  an  innovation  to  create  $ 

Soon  they’ll  repent  what  rafhly  they  begun  : 

Though  projects  pleafe,  projectors  are  undone.  285 
All  novelties  muft  this  fuccefs  expe6l, 

When  good,  our  envy  ; and  when  bad,  negle£l : 

If  reafon  could  direct,  ere  now  each  gate 
Had  borne  fome  trophy  of  triumphal  ftate  $ 

Temples  had  told  how  Greece  and  Belgia  owe  290 
Troy  and  Namur  to  Jove  and  to  Nafiau. 

Then,  fince  no  veneration  is  allow’d, 

Or  to  the  real,  or  th’  appearing  good  j 

The  project  th,at  we  vainly  apprehend 

Moft,  as  it  blindly  rofe,  as  vilely  end.  295 

Some  members  of  the  faculty  there  are, 

Who  intereft  prudently  to  oaths  prefer. 

Our  friend  (hip,  with  feign’d  airs,  they  poorly  court. 
And  boaft,  their  politics  are  our  fupport. 

Them  we’ll  confult  about  this  enterprife,  300 

And  boldly  execute  what  they  advile. 

But  from  below,  while  fuch  refolvcs  they  took, 

Some  Aurum  Fulminans  the  fabric  fhoOiC. 

The  champions,  daunted  at  the  crack,  retreat. 

Regard  their  fafety,  and  their  rage  forget.  305 

So  when  at  Bathos  earth’s  big  offspsi  ig  ftrove 
To  fcale  thefldes,  and  wage  a war  witi  Jove  j 
Soon  as  the  afs  of  old  Silenus  bray’d. 

The  trembling  rebel  in  con fufion  fled „ 309 
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NOT  far  from  that  frequented  theatre, 

Where  wandering  punks  each  night  at  five  repair  5 
Where  purple  emperors  in  bufkins  tread. 

And  rule  imaginary  worlds  for  bread  : 

Where  Bently*,  by  old  writers,  wealthy  grew,  5 
And  Brifcoe*  lately  was  undone  by  new  $ 

There  triumphs  a phyfician  of  renown, 

To  none,  butiuchas  ruft  in  health,  unknown. 

None  e’er  was  plac’d  more  fitly,  to  impart 
His  known  experience,  and  his  healing  art.  10 

When  Burgefs  deafens  all  the  liftening  prefs 
With  peals  of  moft  feraphic  emptinefs  $ 

Or  when  myfterious  Freeman  mounts  on  high, 

To  preach  his  parifh  to  a lethargy  ; 

This  Efculapius  waits  hard  by,  to  eafe  15 

The  martyrs  of  fuch  Chriftian  cruelties. 

Long  has  this  darling  quarter  of  the  town, 

For  lewdnefs,  wit,  and  gallantry,  been  known. 

All  forts  meet  here,  of  whatfoe’er  degree. 

To  blend  and  juftle  into  harmony.  20 

The  critics  each  adventurous  author  fcan, 

And  praife  or  cenfure  as  they  like  the  man. 

The  weeds  of  writings  for*  the  flowers  they  cull  5 
So  nicely  taftelefs,  fo  corre£lly  dull ! 

The  politicians  of  Parnaflus  prate,  25 

And  poets  canvas  the  affairs  of  fiate  ; 

The  cits  ne’er  talk  of  trade  and  ftock,  but  tell 
How  Virgil  writ,  how  bravely  Turnus  fell. 

The  country-dames  drive  to  Hippolito’s, 

Firft  find  a fpark,  and  after  lofe  a nofe,  3 o 

The  lawyer  forlac’d  coat  the  robe  does  quit, 

He  grows  a madman,  and  then  turns  a wit. 

And  in  the  cloifter  penfive  Strephon  waits, 

Till  Cloe’s  hackney  comes,  and  then  retreats  $ 

And  if  th’  ungenerous  nymph  a fhaft  lets  fly,  35 

More  fatally  than  from  a fparkling  eye, 

Mirmillof , that  fam’d  opifer,  is  nigh. 

* Two  Bookfellers.  f Dr.  Gibbons. 
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The  trading  tribe  oft  thither  throng  to  dine, 

And  want  of  elbow-room  fupply  in  wine* 

Cloy’d  with  variety,  they  furfeit  there,  40 

Wliilft  the  wan  patients  on  thin  gruel  fare. 

’Twas  here  the  champions  of  the  party  met. 

Of  their  heroic  enterprife  to  treat. 

Each  hero  a tremendous  air  put  on, 

And  ftern  Mirmillo  in  thefe  words  begun  ; 4^ 

’Tis  with  concern,  my  friends,  I meet  you  here  $ 
No  grievance  you  can  know,  but  I muft  fhare. 

’Tis  plain,  my  intereft  you’ve  advanc’d  fo  long. 

Each  fee,  though  I was  mute,  would  find  a tongue. 
And,  in  return,  though  I have  drove  to  rend  50 
Thofe  ftatutes,  which  on  oath  I fhould  defend  j 
Such  arts  are  trifles  to  a gen’rous  mind  : 

Great  fervices  as  great  returns  fhould  find. 

And  you’ll  perceive,  this  hand,  when  glory  calls. 

Can  brandifh  arms  as  well  as  urinals.  55 

Oxford  and  all  her  palling  bells  can  tell, 

By  this  right  arm  what  mighty  numbers  fell. 

Whilft  others  meanly  afk  whole  months  to  flay, 

I oft  difpatch’d  the  patient  in  a day  : 

With  pen  in  hand  1 pufh’d  to  that  degree,  60 

I fcarce  had  left  a wretch  to  give  a fee. 

Some  fell  by  laudanum,  and  fome  by  fleel. 

And  death  in  ambufh  lay  in  every  pill. 

For,  fave  or  flay,  this  privilege  we  claim, 

Though  credit  fuffers,  the  reward's  the  fame.  (- 5 
What,  though  the  art  of  healing  we  pretend. 

He  that  defigns  it  leaft,  is  mod  a friend. 

Into  the  right  we  err,  and  muft  confefs 
To  overfights  we  often  owe  fuccefs. 

Thus  Beflus  got  the  battle  in  the  play  ; 70 

His  glorious  cowardice  reftor’d  the  day. 

So  the  fam’d  Grecian  piece  ow’d  its  defert 
To  chance,  and  not  the  labour’d  ftrokes  of  art. 

Phyficians,  if  they’re  wife,  fhould  never  think 
Of  any  arms  but  fuch  as  pen  and  ink  : 75 

But  th’  enemy,  at  their  expence,  fhalffind 
When  honour  calls,  I’ll  fcorn  to  flay  behind. 
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He  faid  : and  feal’d  th’  engagement  with  a kifs. 
Which  was  return’d  by  younger  Afcaris*  $ 

Who  thus  advanced  : Each  word,  Sir,  you  impart. 
Has  fomething  killing  in  it,  like  your  art.  81 

How  much  we  to  your  boundlefs  friend  (hip  owe. 

Our  files  can  fpeak,  and  your  prefcriptions  (hew. 

Your  ink  defcends  in  fuch  exceflive  fhowers, 

’Tis  plain  you  can  regard  no  health  but  ours.  85 
Whilft  poor  pretenders  puzzle  o'er  a cafe. 

You  but  appear,  and  give  the  coup  de  grace, 

O that  near  Xanthus’s  banks  you  had  but  dwelt. 
When  Ilium  flrft  Achaian  fury  felt ! 

The  horned  river  then  had  curs’d  in  vain  90 

Young  Peleus’s  arm,  that  chok’d  his  dream  with  (lain  5 
No  trophies  you  had  left  for  Greeks  to  raife  ; 

Their  ten  year’s  toil,  you’d  finifh’d  in  ten  days. 

Fate  fmiles  on  your  attempts  j and,  when  you  lift. 

In  vain  the  cowards  fly,  or  brave  refift.  95 

Then  let  us  arm,  we  need  not  fear  fuceefs  5 
No  labours  are  too  hard  for  Hercules. 

Our  military  enflgns  we’ll  difplay  ; 

Conqueft  purfues,  where  courage  leads  the  way. 

To  this  defign  (brill  Querpof  did  agree,  ioq 

A zealous  member  of  the  faculty  ; 

H is  fire’s  pretended  pious  fteps  he  treads, 

And,  where  the  dobtor  fails,  the  faint  fucceeds. 

A conventicle  flcfli’d  his  greener  years, 

And  his  full  age  the  righteous  rancour  (hares.  105 
Thus  boys  hatch  game  eggs  under  birds  of  prey, 

To  make  the  fowl  more  furious  for  the  fray. 

Slow  CarusJ  next  difcover’d  his  intent, 

With  painful  paufes  muttering  what  he  meant. 

His  fparks  of  life,  in  fpite  of  drugs,  retreat,  11® 
So  cold  that  only  calentures  can  heat. 

In  his  chill  veins  the  (luggifh  puddle  flows, 

And  loads  with  lazy  fogs  his  fable  brows. 

Legions  of  lunatics  about  him  prefs  5 

His  province  is  loft  reafbn  to  redrefs.  1 15 

* Mr.  Parrot.  f Dr.  Howe.  % Dr.  Tyftiio 
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So  when  perfumes  their  fragrant  fcent  give  o’er. 
Nought  can  their  odour,  like  a jakes,  redore. 
When  for  advice  the  vulgar  throng,  he’s  found 
With  lumber  of  vile  books  belieg’d  around. 

The  gazing  throng  acknowledge  their  furprife. 
And,  deaf  to  reafon,  ftill  confult  their  eyes. 

Well  he  perceives,  the  world  will  often  find. 

To  catch  the  eye  is  to  convince  the  mind. 

Thus  a weak  date  by  wife  dilirud  inclines 
To  numerous  dofes,  and  flrength  in  magazines. 
So  fools  are  always  mod  profule  of  words, 

And  cowards  never  fail  of  longed:  fwords. 
Abandon’d  authors  here  a refuge  meet, 

And  from  the  world  to  dud  and  worms  retreat. 
Here  dregs  and  fedirnent  of  au£lions  reign, 

Refule  of  fairs,  and  gleanings  of  Duck-lane. 

And  up  theie  walls  much  Gothic  lumber  climbs, 
With  Swifs  philofophy  and  Runic  rhymes. 
Hither,  retriev’d  from  cooks  and  grocers,  come 
Mede’s  works  entire,  and  endlefs  reams  of  Blome. 
Where  would  the  long  negledfed  Collins  fly, 

If  bounteous  Carus  fhould  ref  life  to  buy? 

But  each  vile  fcribbler’s  happy  on  this  fcore  5 
He’ll  find  fome  Carus  dill  to  read  him  o?er. 

Nor  mud  we  the  obfequious  Umbra*  fpare. 
Who  folt  by  nature,  yet  declar’d  for  war. 

But  when  fome  rival  power  invades  a right. 

Flies  fet  on  flies,  and  turtles  turtles  fight, 

Elfe  courteous  Umbra  to  the  lad  had  been 
Demurely  meek,  infipidly  ferene. 

With  him,  the  prefent  dill  fome  virtues  have  2 
The  vain  are  fprightiy,  and  the  dupid  grave  , 

The  flothful  negligent,  the  foppifh  neat. 

The  lewd  are  airy,  and  the  fly  difcreet  j 
A wren  an  eagle,  a baboon  a beau  j 
Coltf  a Lycurgus,  and  a Phocion  RoweJ;. 

Heroic  ardour  now  th’  adembly  warms, 

Bach  combatant  breathes  nothing  but  alarms.  , 

t Dr.  Gould,  f Sir  H.  Dutton  Colt.  J Mr,  Anthony  Rowe. 
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For  future  glory  while  the  fcheme  is  laid. 

Fam’d  Horofcope  thus  offers  to  difluade  : j $$ 

Since  of  each  enlerprife  the  event’s  unknown. 

We’ll  quit  thefword,  and  hearken  to  the  gown. 

Nigh  lives  Vagellius*,  one  reputed  long 
Forftrength  of  lungs,  and  pliancy  of  tongue. 

For  fees,  to  any  form  he  moulds  a caufe,  160 

The  worft  has  merits,  and  the  belt  has  flaws. 

Five  guineas  make  a criminal  to  day, 

And  ten  to-morrow  wipe  the  ftain  away. 

Whatever  he  affirms  is  undeny’d, 

Milo’s  the  lecher,  Clodius  th’  homicide  j 165 

Cato  pernicious,  Cataline  a faint, 

Orford  fufpe£ted,  Duncomb  innocent. 

To  law  then,  friends,  for  ’tis  by  fate  decreed, 
Vagellius  and  our  money  fhall  lucceed. 

Know,  when  I flrff  invok’d  difeafe  by  charms  170 
To  prove  propitious  to  our  future  arms, 

111  omens  did  the  facriffce  attend. 

Nor  would  the  Sibyl  from  her  grot  afcend. 

As  Horofcope  urg’d  farther  to  be  heard, 

He  thus  was  interrupted  by  a bard  :f  175 

In  vain  your  magic  mylteries  you  life 
Such  founds  the  Sibyls  facred  ears  abide. 

Thefe  lines  the  pale  divinity  fhall  raife 
Such  is  the  power  of  found,  and  force  of  lays,  [clafh, 
i(  J Anns  meet  wit  arms,  faychions  with  fauchicns 
ct  And  fparks  of  fire  ffruckout  from  armour  ffafh.  1 8 1 
<t  Thick  clouds  of  duff  contending  waniors  raiie, 
t(  ||  And  hideous  war  o’er  all  the  region  brays. 

€(  Some  raging  ran  with  huge  Herculean  clubs, 

“ Some  maffy  balls  of  brafs,  fome  mighty  tubs  385 
<e  Of  cinders  bore.— ■ 

<(  Naked  and  half-burnt  hills  with  hideous  wreck 
{<  Affright  the  ikies,  and  fry  the  ocean’s  back.” 

As  we  went  rumbling  on,  the  fury  ftraigbt 
Crawl’d  in,  her  limbs  could  fcarce  iupport  her  weight. 

* S r Barth.  Shower.  + Sir  Richard  Blackmore. 

Z King  Arthur,  p.'  307.  |j  King  Arthur,  p 327. 

*1  Prince  Arthur,  p.  130.  ■ . 
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A rueful  rag  her  meagre  forehead  bound, 

And  faintly  her  furr’d  lips  thefe  accents  found  s 
Mortal,  how  dar’ft  thou  with  fuch  lines  addrefs 
My  awful  feat,  and  trouble  my  recefs  ? 

In  Effex  marfhy  hundreds  is  a cell,  195 

Where  lazy  fogs  and  drizzling  vapours  dwell  : 

Thither  raw  damps  on  drooping  wings  repair. 

And  fhivering  quartans  fhake  the  fickly  air. 

There,  when  fatigu’d,  fome  filent  hours  I pafs. 

And  fubftitute  phyficians  in  my  place.  200 

Then  dare  not,  for  the  future,  once  rehearfe 
The  diffonance  of  fuch  untuneful  verfe  j 
But  in  your  lines  let  energy  be  found, 

And  learn  to  rife  in  fenfe,  and  fink  in  found® 

Harlh  words,  though  pertinent,  uncouth  appear  j 205 
None  pleafe  the  fancy  who  offend  the  ear. 

In  lenfe  and  numbers  if  you  would  excel, 

Read  Wycherley,  confider  Dryden  well. 

In  one,  what  vigorous  turns  of  fancy  fhine  ! 2x0 

In  th’  other  Syrens  warble  in  each  line. 

If  Dorfet’s  fprightly  Mufe  but  touch  the  lyre* 

The  Smiles  and  Graces  melt  in  foft  defire, 

And  little  Loves  confefs  their  amoirous  fire. 

The  gentle  Ifis  claims  the  ivy  crown,  2x5 

To  bind  th’  immortal  brows  of  Addifon. 

As  tuneful  Congreve  tries  his  rural  drains, 

Pan  quits  the  woods,  the  liftening  fawns  the  plains  5 
A*nd  Philomel,  in  notes  like  his,  complains. 

And  Britain,  fince  Paufanias*  was  writ,  220 

Knows  Spartan  virtue,  and  Athenian  wit. 

When  Stepney  paints  the  god-like  a&s  of  kings. 

Or,  what  Apollo  dilates,  Prior  fings  ; 

The  banks  of  Rhine  a pleas’d  attention  fhew. 

And  iilver  Sequana  forgets  to  flow.  225 

Such  juft  examples  carefully  read  o’er  5 
Slide  without  falling  j without  draining  foar. 

Oft  though  your  ftrokes  furprife,  you  fhould  notchoofe 
A theme  fo  mighty  for  a virgin  mufe. 

* Paufanias,  written  by  Mr.  Norton, 

D z 
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Long  did  Apelles  his  fam’d  piece  decline  $ 3 3© 

H is  Alexanuer  was  his  iafl  deiign. 

’Tis  Montague’s  rich  vein  alone  muft  prove. 

None  but  a Phidias  fhould  attempt  a Jove. 

The  fury  paus’d,  till,  with  a frightful  found, 

A riling  whirlwind  burft  th’  unhallow’d  ground.  235 
Then  /he-— the  deity  we  Fortune  call, 

Tho’  diftant,  rules  and  influences  all. 

Straight  for  her  favour  to  her  court  repair  $ 

Important  embalfies  a/k  wings  of  air. 

Each  wondering  /food  ; but  Horofcope’s  great  foul, 
That  dangers  ne’er  alarm,  nor  doubts  control,  241 
Rais'd  on  the  pinions  of  the  bounding  wind, 

Out- flew  the  rack,  and  left  the  hours  behind. 

The  evening  now  with  blu/hes  warms  the  air. 

The  fleer  refigns  the  yoke,  the  hind  his  care  $ 250 

The  clouds  above  with  golden  edgings  glow. 

And  falling  dews  refrefh  the  earth  below  $ 

T he  bat,  withfooty  wings,  flits  through  the  grove, 
The  reeds  fcarce  ruftle,  nor  the  afpines  move. 

And  all  the  feather’d  folks  forbear  their  lays  of  love. 
Through  the  tranfparent  region  of  the  fkies,  256 

Swift  as  a wifli,  the  miflionary  flies  : 

With  wonder  he  furveys  the  upper  air, 

And  the  gay  gilded  meteors  fporting  there  5 

How  lambent  jellies,  kindling  in  the  night,  2"© 

Shoot  through  the  aether  in  a trail  of  light  $ 

How  riling  /teams  in  th’  azure  fluid  blend, 

Or  fleet  in  clouds,  or  foft  in  fhowers  defcend  5 
Or,  if  the  ftubborn  rage  of  cold  prevail, 

In  flakes  they  fly,  or  fall  in  moulded  hail  ; 265 

How  honey  dews  embalm  the  fragrant  morn. 

And  the  fair  oak  with  iufcious  fweats  adorn  5 
How  heat  and  moilture  mingle  in  a mafs. 

Or  belch  in  thunder,  or  in  lightning  blaze  5 

Why  nimble  corrufcations  lirike  the  eye,  27© 

And  bold  tornados  bluffer  in  the  fky  $ 

Why  a prolific  Aura  upwards  tends. 

Ferments,  and  in  a living  fhower  d deends  j 
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How  vapours,  hanging  on  the  towering  hills, 

In  breezes  ligh,  or  weep  in  warbling  rills  j 275 

Whence  infant  winds  their  tender  pinions  try, 

And  river  gods  their  thirfty  urns  lupply. 

The  wondering  fage  purfues  his  airy  flight, 

And  braves  the  chill  unwholefome  damps  of  night i 
He  views  the  tra&s  where  luminaries  rove,  280 

To  fettle  feafbns  here,  and  fates  above  ; 

The  bleak  ArClurus  flill  forbid  the  Teas, 

The  ftormy  Kids,  the  weeping  Hyades  ; 

The  fliining  lyre,  with  drains  attracting  more 
Heaven's  glittering  manfions  now  than  hell’s  before. 
Glad  Cafliopeia  circling  in  the  Iky,  286 

And  each  fair  Churchill  of  the  galaxy. 

Aurora,  on  Etefian  breezes  borne. 

With  blufliing  lips  breathes  out  the  fprightly  morn  : 
Each  flower  in  dew  their  fliort-liv’d  empire  weeps,  290 
And  Cynthia  with  her  lov’d  Endymion  deeps. 

As  through  the  gloom  the  Magus  cuts  his  way, 
ImperfeCt  objects  tell  the  doubtful  day  5 
Dim  he  difcerns  majeftic  Atlas  rile. 

And  bend  beneath  the  burden  of  the  Ikies  ; 295 

His  towering  brows  aloft  no  tempelts  know, 

Whillt  lightning  flies,  and  thunder  rolls  below. 

Diltant  from  hence,  beyond  a wafte  of  plains. 

Proud  TenerifF,  his  giant  brother,  reigns  5 

With  breathing  fire  his  pitchy  noltrils  glow,  300 

As  from  his  fides  he  fhakes  the  fleecy  fnow. 

Around  this  hoary  prince,  from  watery  beds. 

His  lubjeCt  illands  raife  their  verdant  heads  j 
The  waves  fo  gently  walh  each  riling  hill, 

The  land  feems  floating,  and  the  ocean  ftili.  305 

Eternal  fpring,  with  fmiling  verdure,  here 
Warms  the  mild  air,  and  crowns  the  youthful  year. 
From  crylfal  rocks  tranfparent  rivulets  flow  ; 

The  tuberofe  ever  breathes,  and  violets  blow. 

The  vine  undrefs’d  her  fwelling  clufters  bears,  310 
The  labouring  hind  the  mellow  olive  cheers  j 
Bloffoms  and  fruit  at  once  the  citron  Ihews, 

And,  as  Ate  nays,  difcovers  ftili  Ihe  owes. 
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The  orange  to  her  fun  her  pride'  difplays, 

And  gilds  her  fragrant  apples  with  his  rays,  315 
Noblafts  e'er  difcompofe  the  peaceful  Iky, 

The  fprings  but  murmur,  and  the  winds  but  figh. 

The  tuneful  fwans  on  gliding  rivers  float. 

And  warbling  dirges  die  on  ev’ry  note. 

Where  Flora  treads,  her  Zephyr  garlands  flings,  3a© 
And  fcatters  odours  from  his  purple  wings  5 
Whilft  birds  from  woodbine  bowers  and  jefmine  groves 
Chant  their  glad  nuptials  andunenvy’d  loves. 

Mild  feafons,  rifing  hills,  and  fllent  dales, 

Cool  grottos,  filver  brooks,  and  flowery  vales,  325 
Groves  fill’d  with  balmy  fhrubs,  in  pomp  appear, 

And  fcent  with  gales  of  fweets  the  circling  year. 

Thefe  happy  ifles,  where  endlefs  pleafures  wait. 

Are  ftyl'd,  by  tuneful  bards,  The  Fortunate. 

On  high,  where  no  hoarfe  winds  nor  clouds  refort,  33© 
The  hood -wink’d  goddefs  keeps  her  partial  court. 
Upon  a wheel  of  amethyft  fhe  fits, 

Gives  and  refumes,  and  fmiles  and  frowns  by  fits. 

In  this  ftill  labyrinth,  around  her  lie 

Spells,  philters,  globes,  and  fchemes  of  palmiftry ; 

A figil  in  his  hand  the  gipfy  bears,  336 

In  th’  other  a prophetic  fieve  and  fheers. 

The  dame,  by  devination,  knew  that  foon 
The  Magus  would  appear — and  then  begun; 

Hail  facred  feer  ! thy  embafly  I know  : 34® 

Wars  enuft  enfue,  the  fates  will  have  it  fo. 

Dread  feats  (hall  follow,  and  difafters  great. 

Pills  charge  on  pills,  and  bolus  bolus  meet ; 

Both  fides  (hall  conquer,  and  yet  both  fhali  fail  5 
The  mortar  now,  and  then  the  urinal.  345 

To  thee  alone  my  influence  I owe  $ 

Where  nature  has  deny’d,  my  favours  flow. 

’ Fis  I that  give,  fo  mighty  is  my  power. 

Faith  to  the  Jew,  complexion  to  the  Moor. 

1 am  the  wretch’s  wdfh,  the  rook’s  pretence,  350 
The  fluggard’s  eafe,  the  coxcomb’s  providence. 

Sir  Scrape-quill,  once  a fupple  fmiiing  Have, 

Looks  lofty  now,  and  infolently  grave  ; 
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Builds,  fettles,  purchafes,  and  has  each  hour 
Caps  from  the  rich,  and  curfes  from  the  poor*  355 
Spadillio,  that  at  table  ferv’d  of  late, 

Drinks  rich  Tockay  himfelf,  and  eats  in  plate  , 

Has  levees,  villas,  miftrelfes  in  ftore, 

And  owns  the  racers  which  he  rubb’d  before. 

Souls  heavenly  borne  my  faithlefs  boons  defy  j 3 6® 
The  brave  is  to  himfelf  a deity. 

Though  bleft  Aftrea’s  gone,  fome  foil  remain^ 

Where  fortune  is  the  Have,  and  merit  reigns. 

The  Tiber  boafts  his  Julian  progeny, 

Thames  his  NafTau,  the  Nile  his  Ptolomy.  365 

Iberia,  yet  for  future  fway  defign’d, 

Shall,  for  a Helfe,  a greater  Mordaunt  find*, 

Thus  Ariadne  in  proud  triumph  rode  $ 

She  loft  a hero,  and  flae  found  a god.  369 

CANTO  V. 

WHEN  the  ftill  night,  with  peaceful  poppies 
crown’d. 

Had  fpread  her  fhady  pinions  o’er  the  ground ; 

And  flumbering  chiefs  of  painted  triumphs  dream, 
While  groves  and  ftreams  are  the  foft  virgin’s  theme ; 
The  furges  gently  dafh  againft  the  fhore,  5 

Flocks  quit  the  plains,  and  galiy-flaves  the  oar  ; 

Sleep  fhakes  its  downy  wings  o’er  mortal  eyes  $ 
Mirmillo  is  the  only  wretch  it  flies  ; 

He  finds  no  relpite  from  his  anxious  grief  $ 

Then  leeks  from  this  foliloquy  relief.  10 

Long  have  I reign’d  unrival’d  in  the  town, 
Opprefs’d  with  fees,  and  deafen’d  with  renown. 

None  e’er  could  die  with  due  folemnity, 

Unlefs  his  paffport  firft  was  fign’d  by  me. 

My  arbitrary  bounty’s  undeny’d  $ 15 

I give  rever lions,  and  for  heirs  provide. 

None  could  the  tedious  nuptial  ftate  fupport, 

But  I,  to  make  it  eafy,  make  it  fhort. 

I let  the  difcontented  matrons  free. 

And  ranfom  hufbands  from  captivity,  2$ 
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Shall  one  of  fuch  Importance  then  engage 
In  noify  riot  and  in  civil  rage  ? 

No  : I’ll  endeavour  ftraight  a peace,  and  fo 
Preferve  my  character  and  perfon  too. 

But  Difcord,  that  ftili  haunts  with  hideous  mien  25 
Thofedire  abodes  where  Hymen  once  hath  been, 
O’erheard  Mirmillo’s  anguifh  ; then  begun 
In  peevilh  accents  to  exprefs  her  own  : 

Have  I fo  often  banilh’d  lazy  peace 
From  her  dark  folitude,  and  lov’d  recefs  ? 30 

Hare  I made  South  and  Sherlock  difagree. 

And  puzzle  truth  with  learn’d  obfcurity  ? 

And  does  the  faithful  Fergulon  profefs 
His  ardour  ftili  for  animofities  ? 

Have  I,  Britannia’s  fafety  to  enfure,  35 

Expos’d  her  naked,  to  be  moft  fecure  ? 

Have  I made  parties  oppofite,  unite, 

In  monftrous  leagues  of  amicable  lpite. 

To  curfe  their  country,  whilft  the  common  cry 
Is  freedom  5 but  their  aim,  the  miniftry  ? 40 

And  fhall  a daftard’s  cowardice  prevent 
The  war,  fo  long  I’ve  labour’d  to  foment  ? 

No,  ’tis  refoiv’d,  he  either  (hall  comply, 

Or  I’ll  renounce  my  wan  divinity. 

With  that  the  hag  approach’d  M i mi i llo’s  bed,  45 
And  taking  Querpo’s  meagre  Aiape,  (he  faid  : 

At  noon  of  night  I haften,  to  dilpel 
Thofe  tumults  in  your  penfive  bofom  dwell. 

I dreamt  but  now  I heard  your  heaving  fighs. 

Nay,  faw  the  tears  debating  in  your  eyes.  50 

O that  ’twere  but  a dream  l but  threats  I Arid 
Lour  in  your  looks,  and  rankle  in  your  mind. 

Speak,  whence  it  is  this  late  diforder  flows. 

That  fhakes  your  foul,  and  troubles  your  repofe. 
Miflakes  in  pra6tice  fcarce  could  give  you  pain  ; 5 5 

Too  well  you  know,  the  dead  will  ne’er  complain. 

What  looks  difcover,  faid  the  homicide, 

Would  be  a fruitlefs  induftry  to  hide. 

My  fafety  flrft  I mu  ft  confult,  and  then 

I’ll  ferve  our  fuffering  party  with  my  pen.  60 
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All  fhould,  rfeply’d  the  hag,  their  talent  learn  j 
The  moil  attempting  oft  the  leaf!  difcern. 

Let  Peterborough  fpeak,  and  Vanburgh  write, 

Soft  Aeon  court,  and  rough  Caecinna  fight  : 

Such  muft  fucceed  ; but,  when  th’  enervate  aim  65 
Beyond  their  force,  they  ftill  contend  for  fliame. 

Had  Colbatch  printed  nothing  of  his  own. 

He  had  not  been  the  SafFold  of  the  town. 

AfTes  and  owls,  unfeen,  their  kind  betray. 

If  thefe  attempt  to  hoot,  or  thofe  to  bray.  70 

Had  Wefley  never  aim’d  in  verfe  to  pleafe, 

We  had  not  rank’d  him  with  our  Ogilbys. 

Still  cenfures  will  on  dull  pretenders  fall  j 
A Codrus  fiiould  expert  a Juvenal. 

Ill  lines,  but  like  ill  paintings,  are  allow’d,  75 

To  fet  off,  and  to  recommend  the  good. 

So  diamonds  take  a luftre  from  their  foil  5 
And  to  a Bentley  ’tis  we  owe  a Boyle. 

Confider  well  the  talent  you  poffefs  ; 

To  drive  to  make  it  more,  would  make  it  lefs  s Bo 
And  recolle£l  what  gratitude  is  due, 

To  thofe  whofe  party  y u abandon  now. 

To  them  you  owe  your  odd  magnificence. 

But  to  your  liars  your  magazine  of  fenle. 

Hafpt  in  a tombril,  awkward  have  you  fhin’d,  §5 
With  one  fat  Have  before,  and  none  behind. 

Then  hafte  and  join  your  true  intrepid  friends, 

Succefs  on  vigour  and  difpatch  depends. 

Labouring  in  doubts  Mirmillo  flood  : then  faid, 
*Tis  hard  to  undertake,  if  gain  diffuade  $ 90 

What  fool  for  noify  feuds  large  fees  would  leave  ? 

Ten  harveifs  more  would  all  I wifh  for  give. 

True  man  ! reply ’d  the  elf  5 by  choice  difeas’d, 

Ever  contriving  pain,  and  never  pleas’d. 

A prefent  good  they  flight,  an  abfent  choofe  5 95 

And  what  they  have,  for  what  they  have  not,  lofe. 
Falfe  profpe£fs  all  their  true  delights  deflroy, 

Refolv’d  to  want,  yet  labouring  to  enjoy. 

In  reftlefs  hurries  thoughtlefsly  they  live, 

At  fubflance  oft  unmov’d,  for  fhadows  grieve.  xe© 
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Children  at  toys,  as  men  at  titles,  aim  j 
And  in  effect  both  covet  but  the  lame* 

This  Philip’s  fon  prov’d  in  revolving  years  ; 

And  firft  for  rattles  then  for  worlds  Ihed  tears. 

The  fury  fpoke  ; then  in  a moment  fir’d  105 

The  hero’s  bread:  with  tempefts,  and  retir’d. 

In  boding  dreams  Mirmillo  fpent  the  night, 

And  frightful  phantoms  danc’d  before  his  fight. 

Till  the  pale  pleiads  clos’d  their  eyes  of  light. 

At  length  grey  morn  glows  in  the  eaftern  Ikies,  no 
The  larks  in  raptures  through  the  aether  rife. 

The  azure  milts  feud  o’er  the  dewy  lawns, 

The  chaunter  at  his  early  matins  yawns, 

The  amarinth  opes  its  leaves,  thelys  its  bells, 

And  Progne  her  complaint  of  Tereus  tells.  1 15 

As  bold  Mirmillo  the  grey  dawn  deferies. 

Arm’d  cap-a-pee,  where  honour  calls,  he  flies. 

And  finds  the  legions  planted  at  their  poll  $ 

Where  mighty  Querpo  fill’d  the  eye  the  molt. 

His  arms  were  made,  if  we  may  credit  fame,  120 
By  Mulciber,  the  Mayor  of  Birmingham. 

Of  temper’d  ftibium  the  bright  Ihield  was  call. 

And  yet  the  work  the  metal  far  fiirpafs’d. 

A 'foliage  of  the  vulnerary  leaves, 

Grav’d  round  the  brim,  the  wondering  fight  deceives* 
Around  the  centre  fate’s  bright  trophies  lay,  126 
Probes,  laws,  incifion  knives,  and  tools  to  Hay, 
Embolt  upon  the  field,  a battle  flood 
Of  leeches  fpouting  hsemorrhoidal  blood. 

The  artift  too  exprefs’d  the  folemn  fiate  13b 

Of  grave  phyficians,  at  a confult  met ; 

About  each  fymptom  how  they  difagree. 

But  how  unanimous  in  cafe  of  fee. 

Whilft  each  aflafiin  his  ;earn’d  colleague  tires 
With  learn’d  impertinence,  the  fick  expires.  135 
Beneath  this  blazing  orb  bright  Querpo  lhone, 
Himfelf  an  Atlas,  and  his  Ihield  a moon. 

A peftle  for  his  truncheon  led  the  van, 

And  his  high  helmet  was  a clofe-flool  pan* 
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His  ereft  an  Ibis,  bramliihing  her  beak,  149 

And  winding  in  loofe  folds  her  fpiral  neck. 

This  when  the  young  Querpoides  beheld, 

His  face  in  purfe’s  bread:  the  hoy  conceal'd  ; 

Then,  peept,  and  with  thT  effulgent  helm  would  play. 
And  as  the  monfter  gap'd,  would  fhrink  away.  145 
Thus  fometimes  joy  prevail'd,  and  fometimes  fear  $ 
And  tears  and  fmiles  alternate  paflions  were. 

As  Querpo  towering  flood  in  martial  might, 

Pacific  (Jams  fparkled  on  the  right. 

An  oran  outang  o’er  his  {holders  hung,  150 

His  plume  confefs’d  the  capon  whence  it  fprung. 

His  motley  mail  fcarce  could  the  hero  bear, 
Haranguing  thus  the  tributes  of  the  war  : 

Fam’d  chiefs, 

For  prefent  triumphs  born,  defign’d  for  more,  1 55 
Your  virtue  I admire,  your  valour  more. 

If  battle  be  refolv’d,  you’ll  find  this  hand 
Can  deal  out  deftiny,  and  fat?  command. 

Our  foes  in  throngs  {hall  hide  the  crimfon  plain, 

And  their  Apollo’ interpofe  in  vain.  |6q 

Though  gods  themfelves  engage,  a Diomed 
With  eafe  could  {hew  a deity  can  bleed. 

But  war’s  rough  trade  {hould  be  by  fools  profeft, 
The  trueff  rubbifh  fills  a trench  the  bell. 

Let  quirdVs  throttle,  and  the  quartan  {hake,  165 
Or  dropfies  drown,  and  gout  and  cholics  rack  1 
Let  fword  and  peftilence  lay  wafte,  while  we 
Wage  bloodlefs  wars,  and  fight  in  theory, 

Who  wants  not  merit,  needs  not  arm  for  fame  $ 

The  dead  I raife  my  chivalry  proclaim  5 170 

Dlfeafes  baffled,  and  loll  health  reftor’d, 

In  fame’s  bright  lift  my  vidlories  record. 

More  lives  from  me  their  prefervation  own. 

Than  lovers  lole  if  fair  Cornelia  frown. 

Your  cures,  fhrill  Querpo  cry’d,  aloud  you  tell. 

But  wifely  your  mifcarriages  conceal.  176 

Zeno,  a prieft,  in  Samothrace  of  old. 

Thus  realbn’d  with  Philopidas  the 'bolds 
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Immortal  gods  you  own,  but  think  them  blind 
To  what  concerns  the  ftate  of  human  kind,  180 

Either  they  hear  not,  or  regard  not  prayer ; 

That  argues  want  of  power  and  this  of  care. 

Allow  that  wifdom  infinite  muft  know  j 
Power  infinite  muft  acl.  ((  I grant  it  fo.” 

Hafte  ftraight  to  Neptune’s  fane  ; furvey  with  zeal 
The  walls.  (i  What  then  ?”  reply’d  the  infidel.  186 
Obferve  thofe  numerous  throngs  in  effigy, 

The  gods  have  fav'd  from  the  devouring  fea. 

■ £ ’Tis  true,  their  pi£Iures  that  efcap’d  you  keep, 
i(  But  where  are  theirs  that  perifh’d  in  the  deep  ?”  1 90 
Vaunt  now  no  more  the  triumph  of  your  (kill, 

But,  though  unfee’d,  exert  your  arm,  and  kill. 

Our  fcouts  have  learn’d  the  pofture  of  the  foe  $ 

Jn  war  furprifes  fureft  conduct  (hew. 

But  fame,  that  neither  good  nor  bad  conceals,  195 
That  Pembroke's  worth,  and  Ormond’s  valour  tells  j 
How  truth  in  Burnet,  how  in  Cavendilh,  reigns, 
Varro’s  magnificence  with  Maro’s  drains  ; 

But  how  at  church  and  bar  all  gape  and  ftretch, 

If  Winnington  but  plead,  or  South  or  Only  preach  ; 

On  nimble  wings  to  Warwick-lane  repairs,  201 

And  what  the  enemy  intends,  declares. 

Confufion  in  each  countenance  appear’d, 

A council’s  call’d,  and  Stentor*  firft  was  heard  ; 

His  labouring  lungs  the  thron’d  praetorium  rent,  205 
Addrefling  thus  the  paflive  prefident : 

Machaonf,  whofe  experience  we  adore, 

Great  as-your  matchlefs  merit,  is  your  power : 

At  your  approach,  the  baffled  tyrant  death 
Breaks  his  keen  (hafts,  and  grinds  his  clalhing  teeth. 
To  you  we  leave  the  condu6l  of  the  day ; 21 1 

What  you  command,  your  vaflals  muft  obey. 

If  this  dread  enterprife  you  would  decline, 

We’ll  fend  to  treat,  and  ftifte  the  defign. 

But,  if  my  arguments  had  force,  we’d  try  215 

To  humble  our  audacious  foes,  or  die  ; 

f Sir  Thomas  Millington, 
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Our  fpite,  they’ll  find,  to  their  advantage  leans  j 
The  end  is  good,  no  matter  for  the  means. 

So  modern  cafuifts  their  talents  try, 

Uprightly  for  the  fake  of  truth  to  lie.  220 

He  had  not  finifh’d,  till  th’  out-guards  defcry’d 
Bright  columns  move  in  formidable  pride  j 
The  palling  pomp  fo  dazzled  from  afar. 

It  feem’d  a triumph,  rather  than  a war. 

Though  wide  the  front,  though  grofs  the  phalanx  grew, 
It  look’d  lefs  dreadful  as  it  nearer  grew.  226 

The  adverfe  haft:  for  a£lion  ftraight  prepare  ; 

All  eager  to  unveil  the  face  of  war. 

Their  chiefs  lace  on  their  helms,  and  take  the  field, 
And  to  their  trufty  fquire  refign  the  fhield  : 23® 

To  paint  each  knight,  their  ardour,  and  alarms, 
Would  afk  the  mule  that  fung  the  frogs  in  arms. 

And  now  the  fignal  fummons  to  the  fray  ; 

Mock  falchions  flafh,  and  paltry  enfigns  play. 

Their  patron  god  his  filver  bow-ftrings  twangs  5 235 
Tough  harnefs  ruffles,  and  bold  armour  clangs  j 
The  piercing  cauftics  ply  their  fpiteful  power  j 
Emetics  ranch,  and  keen  cathartics  fcour  5 
The  deadly  drugs  in  double  dofes  fly  $ 

And  peftles  peal  a martial  fymphony.  240 

Now  from  their  level’d  fyringes  they  pour 
The  liquid  volley  of  a mifiive  fhower. 

Not  ftorms  of  fleet,  which  o’er  the  Baltic  drive, 

Pufli’d  on  by  northern  gufts,,  fuch  horror  give. 

Like  fpouts  in  fouthern  leas  the  deluge  broke,  24.5 
And  numbers  funk  beneath  th’  impetuous  llroke. 

So  when  Leviathans  dilpute  the  reign 
And  uncontroll’d  dominion  of  the  main  ; 

From  the  rent  rocks  whole  coral  groves  are  torn, 

And  ifles  of  fea-weed  on  the  waves  are  borne,  25® 
Such  watery  ftores  from  their  fpread  noftrils  fly, 

’Tis  doubtful  which  is  fea,  and  which  is  Iky. 

An^  now  the  daggering  braves,  led  by  defpair, 
Advance,  and  to  return  the  charge  prepare, 
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Each  feizes  for  his  fhield  a fpacious  fcalc,  3^5 

And  the  brafs  weights  fly  thick  as  fhowers  of  hail. 
Whole  heaps  of  warriors  welter  on  the  ground. 

With  gally-pots  and  broken  phials  crown’d  5 
Whilft  empty  jars  the  dire  defeat  refound. 

Thus  when  fome  ftorm  its  cryftal  quarry  rends,  260 
And  Jove  in  rattling  fhowers  of  ice  defcends. 

Mount  Athos  fhakes  the  forefts  on  his  brow, 

Whilft  down  his  wounded  fides  frefh  torrents  flow, 
And  leaves  and  limbs  of  trees  o’erfpread  the  vale  below0 
But  now,  all  order  loft,  promifcuous  blows  265 
Confus’dly  fall ; perplex’d  the  battle  grows. 

From  Stentor's*  arm  a maffy  opiate  flies, 

And  ftraight  a deadly  fleep  clos’d  Cams’  eyes. 

At  Colonf  great  Sertorius  Buckthorn  flung, 

Who  with  fierce  gripes,  like  thofe  of  death,  was  flung  | 
But  with  a daunt lefs  and  difdainful  mein,  27* 

Hurl’d  back  fteel  pills,  and  hit  him  on  the  fpleen. 
ChircnJ  attack’d  Falthibius  with  fuch  might. 

One  pais  had  paunch’d  the  huge  hydropic  knight. 
Who  ftraight  retreated  to  evade  the  wound,  275 
But  in  a flood  of  apozem  was  drown’d. 

This  PfylaslJ  faw,  and  to  the  vi£for  laid, 

Thou  fnait  not  long  iurvive  th’  unwieldy  dead. 

Thy  fate  fhall  follow  ; to  confirm  it,  iwore. 

By  the  image  of  Priapus,  which  he  bore  : 280 

And  rais’d  an  eagle-ftone,  invoking  loud 
On  Cynthia,  leaning  o’er  a filver  cloud  ; 

Great  queen  of  night,  and  emprefs  of  the  feas, 

If  faithful  to  thy  midnight  myfteries. 

If,  ftill  obfervant  of  my  early  vows,  285. 

Thefe  hands  have  eas’d  the  mourning  matron’s  throes. 
Direct  this  rais’d  avenging  arm  aright  j 
So  may  loud  cymbals  aid  thy  labouring  light. 

He  faid,  and  let  the  ponderous  fragment  fly 
At  Chiron,  but  learn ’d  Hermes  put  it  by.  29c 

Though  the  haranguing  god  furvey’d  the  war. 
That  day  the  mufes’  fons  were  not  his  care; 

* Dr.  Good  all  againft  Dr.  Tyfon.  f Dr.  Eirch. 

X Dr.  Gill  againft  Dr.  Ridley.  II  Drc  Chamberlain. 
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Two  friends,  adepts,  the  Trifmegifts  by  name. 

Alike  their  features,  and  alike  their  flame  $ 

As  fimpling  near  fair  Tweed  each  lung  by  turn,  295 
The  liftening  river  would  negle£l  his  urn. 

Thofe  lives  they  fail’d  to  refcue  by  their  lkill. 

Their  mufe  could  make  immortal  with  her  quill  5 
But  learn’d  inquiries  after  nature’s  ftate 
Diflolv’d  the  league,  and  kindled  a debate.  300 

The  one,  for  lofty  labours  fruitful  known. 

Fill’d  magazines  with  volumes  of  his  own. 

At  his  once-favour’d  friend  a tome  he  thirew. 

That  from  its  birth  had  flept  unleen  till  now; 

Stunn’d  with  the  blow,  the  batter’d  bard  retir’d,  303 
Sunk  down,  and  in  a flmile  expir’d. 

And  now  the  cohorts  fhake,  the  legions  ply, 

The  yielding  flanks  confels  the  victory. 

Stentor,  undaunted  fill,  with  noble  rage 

Sprung  through  the  battle,  Querpo  to  engage.  310 

Fierce  was  the  onfet,  the  difpute  was  great, 

Both  could  not  vanquifli,  neither  would  retreat  5 
Each  combatant  his  adverfary  mauls. 

With  batter’d  bed-pans,  and  ftav’d  urinals. 

On  Stentor’s  creft  the  ufual  cryftal  breaks,  313 

And  tears  of  amber  gutter’d  down  his  cheeks  $ 

But  whilft  the  champion,  as  late  rumours  tell, 
Deflgn’d  a fure  deciflve  ftroke,  he  fell : 

And  as  the  viflor  hovering  o’er  him  flood. 

With  arms  extended,  thus  the  fuppliant  fued  : 320 

When  honour’s  loft,  ’tis  a relief  to  die  $ 

Death’s  but  a fure  retreat  from  infamy. 

But  to  the  loft  if  pity  might  be  fhovvn. 

Reflect  on  young  Querpoides  thy  fon  5 

Then  pity  mine,  for  fuch  an  infant  grace  325 

Smiles  in  his ‘eyes,  and  flatters  in  his  face. 

If  he  was  near,  compaflion  he’d  create. 

Or  elfe  lament  his  wretched  parent’s  fate. 

Thine  is  the  glory,  and  the  field  is  thine  5 
To  thee  the  lov’d  Difpenfary  I refign.  33© 

At  this  the  vi£lors  own  fuch  ecftafies, 

As  Memphian  priefls  if  their  Ofiris  fneeze  % 
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Or  champions  with  Olympic  clangor  fir’d  * 

Or  fimpering  prudes  with  fprightly  Nantz  infpir’d  ; 

Or  fultans  rais’d  from  dungeons  to  a crown  $ 335 

Or  falling  zealots  when  the  fermon’s  done. 

Awhile  the  chief  the  deadly  llroke  declin’d. 

And  found  companion  pleading  in  his  mind. 

But  whilll  he  view’d  with  pity  the  didrefs’d, 

He  fpy’d  Signetur*  writ  upon  his  bread.  34® 

Then  tow’rds  the  Ikies  he  tofs’d  his  threatening  head. 
And,  fir’d  with  more  than  mortal  fury,  faid : 

Sooner  than  I’ll  from  vow’d  revenge  defid, 

His  Holinefs  fhall  turn  a Quieted  $ 

Janfenius  and  the  Jefuits  agree,  345 

The  inquifition  wink  at  herefy. 

Warm  convocations  own  the  church  fecure, 

And  more  confult  her  doTrine  than  her  power. 

With  that  he  drew  a lancet  in  his  rage. 

To  puncture  the  dill  lupplicating  fage.  350 

But  while  his  thoughts  that  Fatal  droke  decree, 

Apollo  interpos’d  in  form  of  fee. 

The  chief  great  Paean’s  golden  tredes  knew. 

He  own’d  the  god,  and  his  rais’d  arm  withdrew. 

Thus  often  at  the  Temple- Hairs  we’ve  feen,  355 
Two  tritons,  of  a rough  athletic  mein, 

Sourly  dilpute  fome  quarrel  of  the  flood, 

With  knuckles  bruis’d,  and  face  belinear’d  in  blood  5 
But,  at  the  firft  appearance  of  a fare, 

Both  quit  the  fray,  and  to  their  oars  repair.  360 
The  hero  fo  his  enterprize  recalls, 

His  fill  unclinches,  and  the  weapon  falls. 

* Thofe  members  of  the  college  that  obferve  a late  ftatute,  are  called  by 
the  apothecaries  u Sigrutur  men,” 


garth’s  poems. 


CANTO  YL 


53 


WHILE  the  (hrill  changor  of  the  battle  reigns. 

An  fpi  cions  Health  appear’d  on  zephyr's  wingsj 
She  feern’d  a cherub  mod  divinely  bright, 

More  foft  than  air,  more  gay  than  morning-light, 

A charm  /he  takes  from  each  excelling  fair,  5 

And  borrows  Carlifle’s  ihape,  and  Grafton’s  air. 

Her  eyes  like  Ranelagh’s  their  beams  difpenfe. 

With  Churchill’s  bloom,  and  Berkley’s  innocence  5 
On  Iris  thus  the  differing  beams  beftow 
The  dye,  that  paints  the  wonders  of  her  bow  3 jo 
From  the  fair  nymph  a vocal  mufic  falls. 

As  to  Machaon  thus  the  goddefs  calls  : 

Enough  th’  achievement  of  your  arms  you  Ve  (hown. 
You  feek  a triumph  you  (hould  blufh  to  own. 

Hade  to  the  Elyfian  fields,  thofe  bled  abodes,  1 5 
Where  Harvey  fits  among  thedemi-gods. 

Confult  that  facred  lage,  he’ll  foon  difelofe 
The  method  that  mud  mollify  thefe  woes. 

Let  Celfus*  for  that  enterprize  prepare, 

His  conduft  to  the  (hades  (hall  be  my  care.  20 

Aghaft  the  heroes  dood  didolv’d  in  fear, 

A form  fo  heavenly  bright  they  could  not  bear  , 
Celfus,  alone  unmov’d,  the  light  beheld. 

The  red  in  pale  confufion  left  the  field. 

So  when  the  pygmies,  mardial’d  on  the  plains,  25 
Wage  puny  war*agamd  th’  invading  cranes  5 
The  puppets  to  their  bodkin  fpears  repair, 

And  icatter’d  feathers  flutter  in  the  air  $ 

But,  when  the  bold  imperial  bird  of  Jove 

Stoops  on  his  founding  pinions  from  above,  3^ 

Among  the  brakes  the  fairy  nation  crowds, 

And  the  Strimonian  fquadron  feeks  the  clouds* 

And  now  the  delegate  prepares  to  go 
And  view  the  wonders  of  the  realms  below  5 
Then  takes  Amomum  for  the  golden  bough,  35 

« Dr.  Bateman, 
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Thrice  did  the  goddefs  with  her  facred  wand 
The  pavement  drike ; and  ftraight  at  her  command 
The  willing  furface  opens,  and  defcries 
A deep  deicent  that  leads  to  nether  Ikies* 

Hygeia  to  the  filent  region  tends  5 4.© 

And  with  his  heavenly  guide  the  charge  defcends. 

Thus  Numa,  when  to  hallow'd  caves  retir’d, 

Was  by  -#£geria  guarded  and  infpir’d. 

Within  the  chambers  of  the  globe  they  fpy 
The  beds  where  deeping  vegetables  lie,  4.5 

Till  the  glad  fummons  of  a genial  ray 
Unbinds  the  glebe,  and  calls  them  out  to  day# 

Hence  pancies  trick  themfelves  in  various  hue. 

And  hence  jonquils  derive  their  fragrant  dew  j 
Hence  the  carnation  and  the  bafhful  rofe 
Their  virgin  bluihes  to  the  morn  difclofe  5 
Hence  the  chafle  lily  rifes  to  the  light. 

Unveils  her  fnowy  breads,  and  charms  the  fight  5 
Hence  arbours  are  with  twining  greens  array’d, 

T’  oblige  complaining  lovers  with  their  (hade  ; 55 

And  hence  on  Daphne’s  laurel’d  forehead  grow 
Immortal  wreaths  for  Phoebus  and  Naflau. 

The  infers  here  their  lingering  trance  furvives 
Benumb’d  they  feem’d,  and  doubtful  if  alive. 

From  winter’s  fury  hither  they  repair,  60 

And  day  for  milder  fkies  and  fofter  air, 

Down  cells  obfcener  reptiles  creep, 

Where^H^^l  nutes  and  painted  lizards  deep  ; 

Where diiveirng  fnakes  the  fummer  fblftice  wait: 
Unfurl  their  painted  folds,  and  hide  in  date.  65 

Here  their  new  form  the  numb’d  herucae  hide 
Their  numerous  feet  in  (lender  bandage  ty’d  1 
Soon  as  the  kindling  ear  begins  to  rife, 

This  updart  race  their  native  clod  defpife. 

And  proud  of  painted  wings  attempt  the  ikies*  70 

Nowthofe  profounder  regions  they  explore, 

Where  metals  ripen  in  vad  cakes  of  ore. 

Here,  fullen  to  the  fight,  at  large  is  fipread 
The  dull  unweildy  mafs  of  lumpiih  lead 
% 
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There,  glimmering  in  their  dawning  beds,  are  feeri  7 5 
The  light  afpiring  feeds  of  fprightly  tin. 

The  copper  fpar kies  next  in  ruddy  ftreaks  ; 

And  in  the  gloom  betrays  its  glowing  cheeks. 

The  filver  then,  with  bright  and  bornifh’d  grace. 
Youth  and  a blooming  luftre  in  its  face,  8© 

To  th’  arms  of  thofe  more  yielding  metal  dies. 

And  in  the  folds  of  their  embraces  lies. 

So  clofe  they  cling,  fo  ftubbornly  retire, 

Their  love’s  more  violent  than  the  chymift’s  fire. 

Near  thefe  the  delegate  with  wonder  fpies  85 

Where  floods  of  living  filver  ferpefltife'j 
Where  richeft  metals  their  bright  looks  put  on. 

And  golden  ft  reams  through  amber  channels  run  : 
Where  light’s  gay  god  defcends,  to  ripen  gems. 

And  lend  a luftre  brighter  than  his  beams.  9© 

Here  he  obferves  the  fubterranean  cells, 

Where  wanton  nature  fports  in  idle  fhells. 

Some  helicoeides,  fome  conical  appear  : 

Thefe,  mitres  emulate,  thofe  turbans  are. 

Here  marcafites  in  various  figure  wait,  95 

To  ripen  to  a true  metallic  ftate  *. 

Till  drops  that  from  impending  rocks  defcend 
Their  fubftance  petrify,  and  progrefsend. 

Nigh,  livid  feas  of  kindled  flilphur  flow, 

And  whi lft  enrag’d,  their  fiery  furges  glow,  100 

Convulfions  in  the  labouring  mountains  rife, 

And  hurl  their  melted  vitals  to  the  fkies.  . * 

He  views  with  horror  next  the  noify  cave, 

Where  with  hoarfe  dins  imprifon’d  tempefts  rave  5 
Where  clamorous  hurricanes  attempt  their  flight,  105 
Or,  whirling  in  tumultuous  eddies,  fight, 

The  warring  winds  unmov’d  Hygeia  heard. 

Brav’d  their  loud  jars,  but  much  for  Celfus  fear’d, 
Andromeda  fo,  whilft  her  hero  fought, 

Shook  for  his  danger,  but  her  own  forgot.  1 io 

And  now  the  goddefs  with  her  charge  defcends, 
Whilft  fcarceone  cheerful  glimpfe  their  fteps  befriends. 
Here  his  forfaken  feat  old  Chaos  keeps  5 
And  undifhub’d  by  form,  in  filence  ileeps  j 
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A gi'ifiy  wight,  and  hideous  to  the  eye.  11$ 

An  awkward  lump  of  fhamelefs  anarchy. 

With  fordid  age  his  features  are  defac’d  : 

His  lands  unpeopled,  and  his  countries  wade. 

To  thefe  dark  realms  much  learned  lumber  creeps 
There  copious  Morton  fafe  in  filence  deeps  ; 120 

Where  muihroom  libels  in  oblivion  lie. 

And,  foon  as  born,  like  other  monfters,  die. 

Upon  a couch  of  jet,  in  thele  abodes, 

Dull  night,  his  melancholy  confort,  nods. 

No  ways  and  means  their  cabinet  employ;  125 

But  their  dark  hours  they  wade  in  barren  joy. 

Nigh  this  recefs  with  terror  they  furvey 
Where  death  maintains  his  dread  tyrannic  fway. 

In  the  clofe  covert  of  a cyprefs  grove, 

Where  goblins  frilk,  and  airy  fpe&res  rove,1  130 
Yawns  a dark  cave,  with  awful  horror  wide, 

And  there  the  monarch’s  triumphs  are  defcry’d ; 
Confus’d,  and  wildly  huddled  to  the  eye. 

The  beggar’s  pouch  and  prince’s  purple  lie  ; 

Dim  lamps  with  fickly  rays  fcarce  feem  to  glow  ; 1 35 

Sighs  heave  in  mournful  moans,  and  tears  o'erflovy; 
I^eftlefs  anxiety,  forlorn  defpair. 

And  all  the  faded  family  of  care  ; 

Old  mouldering  urns,  racks,  daggers,  and  didrefs. 
Make  up  the  frightful  horror  of  the  place.  1^0 

Within  its  dreadful  jaws  thofe  furies  wait, 

Which  execute  the  harfh  decrees  of  fate. 

Febrjs  is  fird  : the  hag  relentlefs  hears 
The  virgin’s  fighs,  and  lees  the  infant’s  tears. 

In  her  parch’d  eye-balls  fiery  meteors  reign  ; 14c 

And  reftlels  ferments  revel  in  each  vein. 

Then  hydrops  next  appears  among  the  throng  ; 
Bloated  and  big,  fhe  (lowly  fails  along. 

But,  like  a mifer,  in  excels  (he’s  poor, 

And  pines  for  third  amidd  her  watery  ftore.  15c 
Now  loathforne  Lepra,  that  offenlive  fpright, 

With  foul  eruptions  ftain'd,  offends  the  light  j 
Still  deaf  to  beauty’s  foft  perfuading  power ; 

Nor  can  bright  Hebe’s  charms  her  bloom  fecure. 
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Whilft  meagre  Pthifis  gives  a filent  blow,’  155 

Her  ftrokes  are  lure,  but  her  advances  flow  1 
No  loud  alarms,  nor  fierce  afTaults  are  (hewn  ; 

She  ftarves  the  fortrefs  firft,  then  takes  the  town. 

Behind  ftood  crowds  of  much  inferior  fame. 

Too  numerous  to  repeat,  too  foul  to  name  5 360 

The  vaffals  of  their  monarch’s  tyranny. 

Who,  at  his  nod,  on  fatal  errands  fly. 

Now  Celfus,  with  his  glorious  guide  inyades 
The  filent  region  of  the  fleeting  (hades  j 
Where  rocks  and  rueful  deferts  aredefery’d,  16$ 

And  fullen  Styx  rolls  down  his  lazy  tide  \ 

Then  fhows  die  ferry -man  the  plant  he  bore. 

And  claims  his  paflfage  to  the  further  fhore. 

To  whom  the  Stygian  pilot,  fmiling,  fa-id, 

Tou  need  no  pafsport  to  demand  our  aid,  37© 

Phyficians  never  linger  on  this  ftrand  : 

Old  Charon’s  prefent  ft  ill  at  your  command. 

Our  awful  monarch  and  his  confort  owe 
To  them  the  peopling  of  the  realms  below. 

Then  in  his  fwarthy  hand  he  grafp’d  the  oar,  175 
Receiv’d  hisguefts  aboard,  and  fhov’d  from  fhore. 

Now,  as  the  goddefs  and  her  charge  prepare 
To  breathe  the  fweets  of  foft  Elyfian  air. 

Upon  the  left  they  fpy  a penftve  fliade, 

Who  on  his>  bended  arm  had  rais’d  his  head  $<  18© 

Pale  grief  fat  heavy  on  his  mournful  look  j 
To  whom,  not  unconcern’d,  thus  Celias  (poke: 

Tell  me,  thou  much  affliffted  (hade,  why  fighs 
Burft  from  your  breaft,  and  torrents  from  your  eyes  : 
And  who  thofe'  mangled  manes  are,  which  fhow  185 
A fullen  fatisfaAion-at  your  woe  ? 

Since,  faid  the  ghoft,  with  pity  you’ll  attend. 

Know  I’m  Guaicum*,  once  your  firmed  friend  $ 

And  on  this  barren  beach  in  difcontent 
Am  doom’d  to  ftay,  till  th’  angry  powers  relent.  190  < 
Thofe  fpe<5fres,  Team’d  with  fears,  that  threaten  there^ 
The  victims  of  my  late  ill  condu6f  are. 


* Dr.  Morton. 


55  garth’s  poems. 

They  vex  with  endlels  clamours  my  repofe : 

This  wants  his  palate,  that  demands  his  nofe; 

And  here  they  execute  dern  Pluto’s  will,  155 

And  ply  me  every  moment  with  a pill. 

Then  CeJius  thus  : O much-lamented  Hate  ! 

How  rigid  is  the  fentence  you  relate ! 

Methinks  I recolleft  your  former  air. 

But  ah  ■ how  much  you’re  chang’d  from  what  you  were  ! 
Inlipid  as  your  late  ptifans  you  lie,  201 

That  once  were  fprightlier  far  than  Mercury. 

At  the  fad  tale  you  tell,  the  poppies  weep. 

And  mourn  their  vegetable  fouls  a deep  $ 

The  undluous  larix,  and  the  healing  pine,  205 

Lament  your  fare  in  tears  of  turpentine. 

But  dill  the  offspring  of  your  brain  fhail  prove 
The  grocer’s  care,  and  brave  the  rage  of  Jove  : 

When  bonfires  blaze,  your  vagrant  works  (hall  rife 
In  rockets,  till  they  reach  the  wondering  fkies.  210 
It  mortals  ere  the  Stygian  powers  could  bend, 
Intreaties-to  their  awful  ieats  I’ll  lend. 

But,  fince  no  human  arts  the  fates  diffuade, 

Dire6l  me  how  to  find  blefs’d  Harvey’s  fhade. 

In  vain  th’  unhappy  ghoft  dill  urg’d  his  day  5 1 1 5 

Then,  rifing  from  the  ground,  he  fhew’d  the  way. 

Nigh  the  dull  fhore  a fhapelefs  mountain  flood. 

That  with  a dreadful  frown,  furvey’d  the  flood. 

Its  fearful  brow  no  lively  greens  put  on  5 
No  frifking  goats  bound  o’er  the  ridgy  done.  120 
To  gain  the  fummit  the  bright  goddefs  try’d  5 
And  Celfus  follow’d,  by  degrees  his  guide. 

Th’  afcent  thus  conquer’d,  now  they  tour  on  high. 
And  tafte  th’  indulgence  of  a milder  fky. 

Loofe  breezes  on  their  airy  pinions  play,  225 

Soft  infant  bloffoms  their  chade  odours  pay, 

And  roles  blulh  their  fragrant  lives  away. 

Cool  dreams  through  dowery  meadows  gently  glide  j 
And,  as  they  pafs, their  painted  banks  they  chide. 
Thefe  blifsful  plains  no  blights  nor  mildews  fear,  230 
The  flowers  ne’er  fade,  and  fhrubs  are  myrtles  here,  ^ 
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The  morn  awakes  the  tulip  from  her  bed  ; 

Ere  noon  in  painted  pride  fhe  decks  her  head, 
jRob’d  in  rich  dye  fhe  triumphs  on  the  green, 

And  every  flower  does  homage  to  their  queen.  235 
So,  when  bright  Venus  rifes  from  the  flood, 

Around  the  throngs  the  wondering  Nereids  crowM  ; 
The  Tritons  gaze,  and  tune  each  vocal  fhell, 

And  every  grace  unfung,  the  waves  conceal. 

The  delegate  obferves,  with  wondering  eyes,  240 

Ambrofial  dews  defcend,  and  incenfe  rife ; 

Then  haftens  onward  to  the  penfive  grove. 

The  filent  manfion  of  difaftrous  ldve. 

Herejealoufy  with  jaundic’d  looks  appears. 

And  broken  flumbers,  andfantaftie  fears.  245 

The  widow’d  turtle  hangs  her  moulting  wings. 

And  to  the  woods  in  mournful  murmurs  fmgo. 

No  winds  but  fighs  there  are,  no  floods  but  tears  5 
Each  confcious  tree  a tragic  fignal  bears. 

Their  wounded  bark  records  fome  broken  vow,  250 
And  willow-gariands  hang  on  every  bough. 

Olivia  here  in  folitude  he  found. 

Her  down  caff  eyes  fix’d  on  the  filent  ground  2 
Her  drefs  neglefted,  and  unbound  her  hair. 

She  feem’d  the  dying  image  of  defpair.  255 

How  lately  did  this  celebrated  thing 
Blaze  in  the  box,  and  fparkle  in  the  ring; 

Till  the  green  ficknefs  and  love’s  force  betray’d 
To  death,’ s remorfelefs  arms  th’  unhappy  maid  : 

All  o’er  confus’d  the  guilty  lover  itood,  2 60 

The  light  forfook  his  eyes,  his  cheeks  the  blood  ; 

An  icy  horror  fhiver’d  in  his  look, 

As  to  the  cold  complexion’d  nymph  he  fpoke  : 

Tell  me,  dear  /hade,  from  whence  fuch  anxious  care, 
Tour  looks  diforder’d,  and  your  bofom  bare  ? 26 5 

Why  thus  you  languish  like  a drooping  flower, 

Cru fil’d  by  the  weight  of  feme  relenflefs  mower  ? 

Your  languid  looks  your  late  ill- conduct  tell  ; 
ph  that,  inftead  of  trafli,  you’d  taken  Heel  ! 269 

Stabb’d  with  th’  unkind  reproach,  the  confcious 
Thus  to  her  late  infulting  lover  faid  s [maid  <> 
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When  ladies  liften  not  to  loofe  defire, 

You  ftyle  our  modeity  our  want  of  fi : 

Smile  or  forbid,  encourage  or  reprove, 

You  ftill  find  reafonsto  believe  we  lovej  275 

Vainly  you  think  a liking  we  betray, 

And  never  mean  the  peevifh  things  we  fay. 

Few  are  the  fair-ones  of  Rufilla’s  make, 

Unafic’d  (he  grants,  uninjur’d  Ihe’li  forfake  : 

But  feveral  Caelias,  feveral  ages  boaft, 

That  like,  where  reafon  recommends  the  moft. 

Where  heavenly  truth  and  tendernefs  confpire, 

Chalfe  pafiion  may  perfuade  us  to  defire. 

Your  fex,  he  cry’d,  as  cuftom  bids,  behaves  5 
Informs  the  tyrant  ties  fuch  haughty  flaves  285 

To  do  nice  conduit  right,  you  nature  wrong  ; 

Impulfes  are  but  weak,  where  reafon's  ftrong. 

Some  want  the  courage  ; but  how  few  the  flame  ! 

They  like  the  thing,  that  fiartle  at  the  name. 

The  lonely  phoenix,  though  profefs'd  a nun,  290 
Warms  into  love,  and  kindles  at  the  fun  5 
Thofe  tales  of  lpicy  urns  and  fragrant  fires 
Are  but  the  emblems  of  her  fcorch’d  defires. 

Then,  as  lie  drove  to  clafp  the  fleeting  fair. 

His  empty  arms  confefs’d  th’  impalfive  air.  295 

From  his  embrace  th’  unbody’d  i’p  e if  re  flies, 

And,  as  fhe  mov’d,  (lie  chid  him  with  her  eyes. 

They  haften  now  to  that  delightful  plain, 

Where  the  glad  manes  of  the  blefs’d  remain  5 
Where  Harvey  gathers  fimples,  to  bellow.  300 

Immortal  youth  or  heroes’  lhades  below. 

Soon  as  the  bright  Hygeia  was  in  view. 

The  venerable  fage  her  prefence  knew : 

Thus  he — 

Hail,  blooming  goddefs  I thou  propitious  power,  305 
Whole  blelfings  mortals  more  than  life  implore  l 
With  fo  much  luftre  your  bright  looks  endear, 

That  cottages  are  courts  where  thofe  appear. 

Mankind,  as  you  vouchfafe  to  fmile  or  frown. 

Finds  eafe  in  chains,  or  anguifh  in  a crown,  350 
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With  juft  refentment  and  contempt  you  fee 
The  foul  diffenfions  of  the  faculty  ; 

How  your  fad  fickening  art  now  hangs  her  head. 

And,  once  a fcience,  is  become  a trade. 

Her  fons  ne’er  rifle  her  myfterious  (lore,  3 1 5 

But  ftudy  nature  lets,  and  lucre  more. 

Not  lb  when  Rome  to  th’  Epidaurian  rais’d 
A temple,  where  devoted  incenfe  blaz’d. 

Oft  father  Tiber  views  the  lofty  fire  ; 

As  the  learn’d  fon  is  worfiiipp’d  like  the  fire  ; 32Q 

The  fage  with  Romulus  like  honours  claim  5 
The  gift  of  life  and  laws  were  then  the  fame. 

I fliow’d  of  old,  how  vital  currents  glide. 

And  the  meanders  of  the  refluent  tide. 

Then,  Willis,  why  fpontaneous  ablions  here,  335 
And  whence  involuntary  motions  there  : 

And  how  the  fpirits,  by  mechanic  laws. 

In  wild  careers  tumultuous  riots  caufe. 

Nor  would  our  Wharton,  Bates,  and  GliiTon,  lie 
In  the  abyfs  of  blind  obfcurity.  3 3Q 

But  now  fuch  wondrous  fearches  are  foreborn. 

And  Plan’s  art  is  by  divisions  torn, 

Then  let  your  charge  attend,  and  I’ll  explain 
How  her  loft  health  your  fcience  may  regain. 

Hafte,  and  the  matchlefs  Atticus  addrefs,  335 
From  Heaven  and  great  Naflau  he  has  the  mace. 

Th’  opprefs’d  to  his  afylum  ftill  repair  ; 

Arts  he  iupports,  and  learning  is  his  care, 

He  foftens  the  harlh  rigour  of  the  laws,  339 

Blunts  their  keen  edge,  and  grinds  their  harpy  claws  5 
And  gracioufly  he  calls  a pitying  eye 
On  the  fad  (late  of  virtuous  poverty. 

Whene’er  he  fpeaks,  Heaven  1 how  the  liftening  throng 
Dwells  on  the  melting  mufic  of  his  tongue  1 
His  arguments  are  emblems  of  his  mien,  34.5 

Mild,  but  not  faint,  and  forcing,  though  ferene  : 

And,  when  the  power  of  eloquence  he’d  try, 

Here  lightning  ftrikes  you  ; their  foft  breezes  figh. 

To  him  you  mull  your  flckly  Hate  refer, 

Your  charter  claims  him  as  your  vifiter. 

F 
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Your  wounds  he'll  dole,  and  fovereignly  reftore 
Your  fcience  to  the  height  it  had  before. 

Then  Naflau’s  health  lhali  he  our  glorious  aim. 

His  life  (hall  be  as  lading  as  his  fame. 

Some  princes’  claims  from  devadations  fpring;  3.55 
He  condefcends  in  pity  to  be  king  ; 

And,  when  amidd  his  olives  plac’d  he  dands, 

And  governs  more  by  candour  than  commands  ; 

Ev’n  then  not  lefs  a hero  he  appears, 

Than  when  his  laurel  diadem  he  wears.  36a 

Would  Phoebus,  or  his  Granville,  but  infpire 
Their  lacred  vehemence  of  poetic  fire  5 
To  celebrate  in  fong  that  godlike  power, 

Which  did  the  labouring  univerfe  reftore : 
pair  Albions  cliffs  would  echo  to  the  drain,  365 
And  praife  the  arm  that  conquer’d,  to  regafn 
The  earth’s  repole,  and  empire  o’er  the  main. 

Still  may  th’  immoital  man  his  cares  repeat. 

To  make  his  blefiings  endlels  as  they’re  great : 

Whilft  malice  and  ingratitude  confefs  370 

They've  drove  for  ruin  long  without  fuccefs- 
When,  late,  Jove’s  eagle  from  the  pile  fhaJl  rife 
To  bear  the  vi&or  to  the  boundlefs  Ikies, 

A while  the  god  puts  off  paternal  care, 

Negle&s  the  earth,  to  give  the  heavens  a dar.  375 
Near  thee,  Alcides,  fliall  the  hero  fiiine; 

His  rays  refembling,  as  his  labours,  thine. 

Had  Ibme  fam’d  patriot,  of  the  Latian  blood. 

Like  Julius  great,  and  like  Oclavius  good, 

But  thus  preferv’d  the  Latian  liberties,  380 

Afpiring  columns  foon  had  reach’d  the  fkies  : 

Loud  Io’s  the  proud  capitol  had  fhook, 

And  all  the  datues  of  the  gods  had  fpoke. 

No  more  the  fage  his  raptures  could  purfue : 

He  paus'd  ; and  Celfus  with  his  guide  withdrew,  385 
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PREFACE. 

Cr’HET  that  have  feen  thoje  two  excellent  poems  of  Cooper's  Hilly 
1 and  Windfor -Forest,  the  one  by  Sir  J.  Denham,  the  other 
by  Mr.  Pope,  will fbew  a great  deal  of  candour  if  they  approve  of 
this.  It  was  written , upon  giving  the  name  of  Claremont , to  a villa 
now  belonging  to  the  Far l of  Clare.  The  fituation  is  Jo  agreeable  and 
Jurprifng , that  it  inclines  one  to  think  home  place  of  this  nature  put 
Ovid  at  frjl  upon  tbe  ftory  of  NarciJJ us  and  Echo.  It  is  probable  he 
had  obferved  jome Jpring  arijing  amongjl  woods  and  rocks,  where  echoes 
were  heard,  and jo  me  flower  bending  over  the  fir  earn,  and  by  confe- 
rence refiebicd from  it.  After  reading  the fiory  in  the  third  book  of 
the  Met  amor pho f es , it  is  obvious  to  object  ( as  an  ingenious  friend  has 
already  done ) that  the  renewing  the  charms  of  a nymph,  of  which 
Ovid  had  difpojjefjed  her , 


■ vox  tantum  atque  oflii  fuperfunt,” 


is  too  great  a violation  of poetical  authority.  I dare  [ay  the  gentleman 
who  is  meant,  would  have  been  well  pleafed  to  have  found  no  faults . 
There  are  not  many  authors  one  can  jay  the  fame  of:  experience Jhews 
us  every  day  that  there  are  writers  who  cannot  bear  a brother  fkould 
fucceed,  and  the  only  refuge  from  their  indignation  is  by  being  inconfi- 
derable  j upon  which  refieffion,  this  thing  ought  to  have  a pretence  to 
their  favour. 

They  who  would  he  more  informed  of  what  relates  to  the  ancient 
Britons , and  the  Druids  their  priefis,  may  conjult  Pliny,  Ovid,  and 
the  other  claffic  authors  that  have  mentioned  them. 
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TIT  THAT  frenzy  has  of  late  poffefs’d  the  brain! 

V V Though  few  can  write,  yet  fewer  can  refrain. 
So  rank  our  foil,  or  bards  rife  in  fuch  itore, 

Their  rich  retaining  patrons  fcarce  are  more. 

The  laft  indulge  the  fault  the  firft  commit  $ 5 

And  take  of  {fill  the  offal  of  their  wit. 

So  {hamelefs,  fo  abandon’d  are  their  ways  ; 

They  poach  Parnaffus,  and  lay  fnares  for  praife. 
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None  ever  can  without  admirers  live, 

Who  have  a penlion  or  a place  to  give.  id 

Great  minifters  ne’er  fail  of  great  deferts  ; 

The  herald  gives  them  blood,  the  poet  parts. 

Senfe  is  of  courfe  annex’d  to  wealth  and  power  $ 

No  mufe  is  proof  againft  a golden  fhower. 

Let  but  his  lordfhip  write  fome  poor  lampoon,  1 5 
He’s  Horrac’d  up  in  doggrel  like  his  own : 

Or,  if  to  rant  in  tragic  rage  he  yields, 

Falfe  fame  cries — Athens  ; honed  truth — Moorfields0 
Thus  fool’d,  he  flounces  on  through  floods  of  ink  5 
Flags  with  full  fail,  and  rifes  but  to  link.  2,0 

Some  venal  pens  fo  proftitute  the  bays. 

Their  panegyric  lafh  j their  fatires  praife. 

So  naufeoufly,  and  id  unlike,  they  paint, 

N .’s  an  Adonis  ; M -r,  a faint. 

Metius  with  thole  fam’d  heroes  is  compar’d,  25 

That  led  in  triumph  PoruS  and  Tallard. 

But  fuch  a lhamelels  mufe  muft  laughter  move, 

That  aims  to  make  Salmonius  vie  with  Jove. 

To  form  great  works,  puts  fate  itfelf  to  pain  5 
E’en  nature  labours  for  a mighty  man,  3d 

And,  to  perpetuate  her  hero’s  fame, 

She  flrains  no  lefs  a poet  next  to  frame. 

Rare  as  the  hero’s,  is  the  poet’s  rage  5 
Churchills  and  Drydens  rile  but  once  an  age. 

With  earthquakes  towering  Pindar’s  birth  begun  $ 35 
And  an  eclipie  produc’d  Alcmena’s  fon. 

The  fire  of  gods  o’er  Phoebus  call  a lhade  $ 

But,  with  a hero,  well  the  world  repaid. 

No  bard  of  bribes  Ihould  proftitute  his  vein  ; 

Nor  dare  to  flatter  where  he  ihould  arraign.  40 

To  grant  big  Thrafo  valour,  Fhormio  lenfe, 

Should  indignation  give,  at  lead  offence. 

I hate  fuch  mercenaries,  and  would  try 
From  this  reproach  to  reicue  poetry. 

Apollo’s  fons  (hould  fcorn  the  fervile  art,  45 

And  to  court-preachers  leave  the  fuliome  part. 

What  then— You’ll  fay,  Muft  no  true  iteriing  pafs, 
Becaufe  impure  allays  fome  coin  debafe  ? 
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Yes,  praife,  if  juftly  offer'd,  I’ll  allow  5 
And,  when  I meet  with  merit,  fcribble  too.  50 

The  man  who’s  honeft,  open,  and  a friend. 

Glad  to  oblige,  uneafy  to  offend  j 
Forgiving  others,  to  hknfelf  fevere  $ 

Though  earned,  eafy  j civil,  yet  fin  cere  ; 

Who  leldom  but  through  great  good-nature  errs  5 55 
Detefting  fraud  as  much  as  flatterers, 

’Tis  he  my  mule’s  homage  fhould  receive  5 
If  I could  write,  or  Holies  could  forgive. 

But  pardon,  learned  youth,  that  I decline 
A name  fo  lov’d  by  me,  fo  lately  thine.  60 

When  Pelham  you  relign’d  what  could  repair 
A Jofs  fo  great,  unlefs  Nevvcaftle’s  heir? 

Hydafpes,  that  the  Afian  plains  divides. 

From  his  bright  urn  in  pureft  cryftal  glides  ; 

But,  when  new  gathering  ftreams  enlarge  his  courfe, 
He’s  Indus  nam’d,  and  rolls  with  mightier  force  5 66 

In  fabled  floods  of  gold  his  current  flows, 

And  wealth  on  nations,  as  he  runs,  bellows. 

Direct  me,  Clare,  to  name  fome  nobler  mufe. 

That  for  her  theme  thy  late  recefs  may  choofe ; 70 

Such  bright  defcriptions  {hall  the  fubje<5l  drefs  $ 

Such  vary’d  fcenes,  fuch  pleafing  images. 

That  fwains  {hall  leave  their  lawns  and  nymphs  their 
bowers. 

And  quit  Arcadia  for  a feat  like  yours. 

But  fav,  who  {hall  attempt  thr  adventurous  part  75 
Where  Nature  borrows  drefs  from  Vanburgh’s  art  ? 

If,  by  Apollo  taught,  he  touch  the  lyre,  * 

Stones  mount  in  columns,  palaces  afpire. 

And  rocks  are  animated  with  his  fire. 

’Tis  he  can  paint  in  verfe  thole  rifing  hills  So 

Their  gentle  vallies,  and  their  filver  rills  5 
Clofe  groves,  and  opening  glades  with  verdure  fpread, 
Flowers  fighing  fweets,  and  fhrubs  that  balfam  bleed  j 
With  gay  variety  the  profpe£!  crown’d, 

And  all  the  bright  horizon  fmiling  round.  $5 

Whilft  I attempt  to  tell  how  ancient  fame 
Records  from  whence  the  villa  took  its  name. 
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In  times  of  old,  when  Britilh  nymphs  were  knowit 
To  love  no  foreign  fa  Ih  ions  like  their  own  j 
When  drefs  was  monftrous,  and  fig-leaves  the  mode, 
And  quality  put  on  no  paint  but  woad  * 9* 

Of  Spanifh  red  unheard  was  then  the  name* 

(For  cheeks  were  only  taught  to  blulh  for  lhame ;) 

No  beauty,  to  increafe  her  crowd  of  llaves, 

Rofe  out  of  wafh,  as  Venus  out  of  waves  ; 95 

Not  yet  lead  comb  was  on  the  toilet  plac’d  5 
Nor  yet  broad  eye- brows  were  reduc’d  by  pafte  $ 

No  ihape-frmth  let  up  Ihop,  and  drove  a trade 
To  mend  the  work  wife  providence  had  made  j 
Tires  were  unheard  of*  and  unknown  the  loom,  too 
And  thrifty  filk-worms  fpun  for  times  to  come  5 
Bare  limbs  were  then  the  marks  of  modefty  $ 

And  like  Diana  were  below  the  knee. 

The  men  appear’d  a rough,  undaunted  race, 

Surly  in  fhow,  unfalhion’d  in  add  refs  j 105 

Upright  in  a&ions,  and  in  thought  fincere  ; 

And  ftri6Hy  were  the  fame  they  would  appear. 

Honour  was  plac'd  in  probity  alone  $ 

For  villains  had  no  titles  but  their  own. 

None  travel’d  to  return  politely  mad  ; 1 

But  ft  ill  what  fancy  wanted,  reafon  had. 

Whatever  nature  alk’d,  their  hands  could  give  5 
Unlearn'd  in  feafts,  they  only  eat  to  live. 

No  cook  with  art  increas’d  phyficians’  fees, 

Nor  ferv’d  up  death  in  foups  and  fricafees  5 1*5 

Their  tafte  was,  like  their  temper,  unrefin’d, 

For  looks  were  then  the  language  of  the  mind. 

Ere  right  and  wrong,  by  turns,  let  prices  bore  5 
And  confidence  had  its  rate  like  common  whore  5 
Or  tools  to  great  employments  had  pretence  j 1 2,® 
Or  merit  was  made  out  by  impudence  5 
Or  coxcombs  look’d  affuming  in  affairs  ; 

And  humble  friends  grew  haughty  minifters $ 

In  thole  good. days  of  innocence,  here  ftood 
Of  oaks,  with  heads  unlhorn,  a foiemn  wood,  125 
Frequented  by  the  Druids,  to  beftow 
Religious  honours  on  the  Miffeltoe. 
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The  naturahfts  are  puzzled  to  explain 
How  trees  did  firft  this  Granger  en certain  5 
Whether  the  bufy  birds  ingraft  it  there  j 130 

Or  elfe  fome  deity’s  inyfterious  care, 

As  druids  thought  j for,  when  the  blafted  oak 
By  lightning  fails,  this  plant  efcapes  the  ftroke. 

So,  when  the  Gauls  the  towers  of  Rome  defac’d. 

And  flames, drove  forward  with  outrageous  wade,  135 
Jove’s  favour’d  capitol  uninjur’d  ftcod  : 

So  facred  was  the  manfion  of  a god. 

Shades  honour’d  by  this  plant  the  Druids  ehofe. 
Here,  for  the  bleeding  vi£hms,  altars  role. 

To  Hermes  oft  they  paid  their  facrifke  j 14© 

Parent  of  arts,  and  patron  of  the  wife. 

Good  rules  in  mild  perfuafions  they  convey’d  5 
Their  lives  confirming  what  their  iedlurcs  faid. 

None  violated  truth,  invaded  right  $ 

Yet  had  tew  laws,  but  will  and  appetite.  145 

The  people’s  peace  they  lludied  and  profefs’d 
No  politics  but  public  intereft. 

Hard  was  their  lodging,  homely  was  their  food  5 
For  all  their  luxury  was  doing  good. 

No  mitred  prieft  did  then  with  princes  vie*  15© 
Nor  o’er  his  matter  claim  fupremacy  5 
Nor  were  the  rules  of  faith  allow’d  more  pure. 

For  being  feveral  centuries  obfcure. 

None  loft  their  fortunes,  forfeited  their  blood. 

For  not  believing  what  none  underftood.  155 

Nor  firiiony,  nor  fmecure,  were  known  $ 

Nor  would  the  bee  work  honey  for  the  drone. 

Nor  was  the  way  invented  to  difmifs 
Fair  Abigails  with  fat  pluralities. 

But  then,  in  fillets  bound,  a hallowed  band  160 
Taught  how  to  tend  the  docks,  and  till  the  land  , 
Could  teil  what  murrains  in  what  months  begun. 

And  how  the  feafons  travel’d  with  the  fun  3 
When  his  dim  orb  feem’d  wading  through  the  air, 
They  told  that  rain  on  dropping  wings  drew  near  5 1 6' 5 
And  that  the  winds  their  bellowing  throats  would  try$  . 
When  redde'ning  clouds  reileA  his  blooddhoi  eye  3 
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All  their  remarks  on  nature’s  laws  require 
More  lines  than  would  e’en  Alpin’s  readers  tire. 

This  fe<5t  infacred  veneration  held  170 

Opinions,  by  the  Samian  (age  reveal’d  5 
That  matter  no  annihilation  knows, 

But  wanders  from  thefe  tenements  to  thofe  } 

For  when  the  plaftic  particles  are  gone, 

They  rally  in  fome  fpecies  like  their  own  : 175 

The  felf-fame  atoms,  if  new  jumbled,  will 
In  leas  be  reftlefs,  and  in  earth  be  (till  $ 

Can,  in  the  truffle,  furnilh  out  a fealt, 

And  naui'eate,  in  the  fcaly  fquill,  the  tafte. 

Thofe  falling  leaves,  that  wither  with  the  year,  1 So 
Will,  in  the  next,  on  other  (terns  appear. 

The  lap,  that  now  forfakes  the  burfting  bud. 

In  fome  new  (hoot  will  circulate  green  blood. 

The  breath  to-day  that  from  the  jafmine  blows. 

Will,  when  the  fealons  offer,  (cent  the  role  ; 185 

And  thofe  bright  flames  that  in  carnations  glow, 

E re  long  will  blanch  the  lily  with  a fnow. 

They  hold  that  matter  muft  be  dill  the  lame. 

And  varies  but  in  figure  and  in  name  ; 

And  that  the  lbul  not  dies,  but  fhifts  her  feat,  1 90 
New  rounds  of  life  to  run,  or  pad  repeat. 

Thus,  when  the  brave  and  virtuous  ceafe  to  live. 

In  beings  brave  and  virtuous  they  revive. 

Again  (hall  Romulus  in  Naflau  reign ; 

Great  Namur  in  a Brunfwick  prince,  ordain  195 
Good  laws, and  halcyon  years  (hall  hufh  the  world  again. 

The  truths  of  old  traditions  were  their  theme  y 
Or  gods  de  lb  ending  in  a morning  dream. 

Pad  abls  they  cited  $ and  to  come,  foretold  ; 

And  could  events,  not  ripe  for  fate,  unfold:  200 

Beneath  the  fhady  covert  of  an  oak, 

In  rhymes  uncouth,  prophetic  truths  they  fpoke. 
Attend  then,  Clare  ; nor  is  the  legend  long  y 
#Fhe  (lory  of  thy  villa  is  their  long. 

The  fair  Montana,  of  the  fy Ivan  race,  zo$ 

Was  with  each  beau  ty#b  let's’ d,  and  every  grace. 
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His  fire,  green  Faunus,  guardian  of  the  wood  5 
His  mother,  a fwift  Naiad  of  the  flood. 

Her  filverurn  fupply’d  the  neighbouring  ftreams, 

A darling  daughter  of  the  bounteous  Thames.  210 
Not  lovelier  feem’s  Narciffus  to  the  eye  ; 

Nor,  when  a flower,  could  boaft  more  fragrancy  : 

His  ikin  might  with  the  down  of  fwans  compare  ; 

More  fmooth  than  pearl  j than  mountain  i'now  more 
In  fhape  fo  poplars  or  the  cedars  pleafe  ; [fair  » 

But  thole  are  not  fo  ftraight,  nor  graceful  thefe  j 216 
His  flowing  hair  in  unforc’d  ringlets  hung  $ 

Tunef  ul  his  voice  j perfuafive  was  his  tongue  j 
The  haughtiefl  fair  fcarce  heard  without  a wound^ 

But  funk  to  foftnefs  at  the  melting  found.  zzo 

The  fourth  bright  iuftre  had  but  juft  begun 
To  fhade  his  blufhing  cheeks  with  doubtful  down. 

All  day  he  rang'd  the  woods,  and  fpread  the  toils. 
And  knew  no  pleaftires  hut  in  fylvan  fpoiis. 

In  vain  the  nymphs  put  on  each  pleatinggrace  ; 225 

Too  cheap  the  quarry  teem’d,  too  fhort  the  chace  $ 

For,  though  poffeflion  be  th’  undoubted  view. 

To  feize  is  fardels  pleafure  than  purfue. 

Thole  nymphs  that  yield  t.00  foon  their  charms  impair. 
And  prove  at  laft  but  defpieably  fair.  230 

His  own  undoing,  glutton 'love  decrees, 

And  palls  the  appetite  he  meant  to  pleafe. 

His  (lender  wants  too  largely  he  fupphes  5 
Thrives  on  fhort  meals,  but  by  indulgence  dies. 

A grot  there  was,  with  hoary  mofs  o’ergrowri,  235 
Rough  with  rude  (hells,  and  arch’d  with  mould’ring 
Sad  iilence  reigns  within  the  ionefbme  wall,  [(tone  5 
And  weeping  rills  but  whifper  as  they  fall  $ 

The  clafping  ivies  up  the  ruin  creep* 

And  there  the  bat  and  drowfy  beetle  deep.  240 

This  cell  fad  Echo  choie,  by  love  betray’d, 

A fit  retirement  for  a mourning  maid. 

Hither,  fatigu’d  with  toil,  the  fylvan  flies, 

To  fhun  the  calenture  of  lultry  fkies  j 
But  feels  a fiercer  flame  : love’s  keeneft  dart 
Finds,  through  his  eyes,  a pafTage  to  his  heart. 
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Penfive  the  virgin  fate,  with  folded  arms, 

Her  tears  but  lending  luflre  to  her  charms. 

With  pity  he  beholds  her  wounding  woes  5 
But  wants  himfelf  the  pity  he  bellows.  25® 

Oh  ! whether  of  a mortal  born,  he  cries, - 
Or  fome  fair  daughter  of  the  diftant  Ikies  5 
That,  in  companion,  leave  your  cryftal  fphere, 

To  guard  fome  favour’d  charge,  and  wander  here  -y 
Slight  not  my  fuit,  nor  too  ungentle  prove  5 2 55 

But  pity  one,  a novice  yet  in  love. 

If  words  avail  not,  fee  my  fuppliant  tears  j 
Nor  difregard  thole  dumb  petitioners. 

From  his  complaint  the  tyrant  virgin  flies, 

Aflerting  all  the  empire  of  her  eyes.  260 

Full  thrice  three  years  he  lingers  out,  in  grief. 

Nor  feeks  from  fleep,  or  futienance,  relief. 

The  lamp  of  life  now  calls  a glimmering  light  5 
The  meeting  lids  his  letting  eyes  benight. 

What  force  remains  the  haplefs  lover  tries  ; 265 

Invoking  thus  his  kindred  deities  ; 

Halle,  parents  of  the  flood,  your  race  to  mourn  5 
With  tears  replenilh  each  exhaulled  urn ; 

Retake  the  life  you  gave  ; but  let  the  maid 

Fall  a jufl  vi6lim  to  an  injur’d  lhade.  270 

More  he  endeavour’d  ; but  the  accents  hung 

Half  form’d,  and  flopp'd  unfinilh’d  on  his  tongue. 

For  him  the  graces  their  fad  vigils  keep  5 
Love  broke  his  bow,  and  wifli’d  for  eyes  to  weep. 
What  gods  can  do,  the  mournful  faunas  tries  5 275 

A mount  erecting  where  the  fylvan  lies. 

The  rural  powers  the  vvond’rous  pile  furvey. 

And  pioufly  their  different  honours  pay. 

Th’  alcent  with  verdant  herbage  Pales  fpread. 

And  nymphs,  transform’d  to  laurels,  lent  their  lhade. . 
Her  ftream  a Naiad  from  the  bafis  pours  $ 281 

And  Flora  flrews  the  fummit  with  her  flowers. 

Alone  Mount  Latmos  claims  pre-eminence, 

When  filver  Cynthia  lights  the  world  from  thence. 

Sad  Echo  now  laments  her  rigour  more  185 

Than  fbr  Narciflus  heriooie  flame  before. 
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Her  fleth  to  Anew  thrinks,  her  charms  are  fled  j 
All  day  in  rifted  rocks  /he  hides  her  head. 

Soon  as  the  evening  thews  a tky  ferene. 

Abroad  the  ftrays,  but  never  to  be  teen  $ 290 

And  ever,  as  the  weeping  Naiads  name 
Her  cruelty,  the  nymph  repeats  the  tame  | 

With  them  the  joins,  her  lover  to  deplore, 

And  haunts  the  lonely  dales  he  rang’d  before. 

Her  fex’s  privilege  the  yet  retains  $ 295 

And,  though  to  nothing  waited,  voice  remains. 

So  fung  the  Druids — then,  with  rapture  tir’d. 

Thus  utter  what  the  Delphic  god  infpir’d  j 
Ere  twice  ten  centuries  thall  fleet  away, 

A Brunfwick  prince  thall  Britain’s  fceptre  fvvay.  300 
No  more  fair  liberty  thall  mourn  her  chains  5 
The  maid  is  refcu’d,  her  lov’d  Perfeus  reigns. 

From  Jove  he  comes,  the  captive  to  reftore  5 
Nor  can  the  thunder  of  his  fire  do  more. 

Religion  thall  dread  nothing  but  difguife  5 305 

And  jultice  need  no  bandage  for  her  eyes. 

Britannia  fmiles,  nor  fears  a foreign  lord. 

Her  fafety  to  fecure,  two  powers  accord. 

Her  Neptune’s  trident,  and  her  monarch’s  fiword. 

Like  him,  thall  his  Auguftus  thine  in  arms,  310 

Though  captive  to  his  Carolina’s  charms. 

Ages  with  future  heroes  the  thall  blefs. 

And  Venus  once  more  found  an  Alban  race. 

Then  thall  a Clare  in  honour’s  caufe  engage  : 
Example  mult  reclaim  a gracelefs  age  5 315 

Where  guides  themfelves,  for  guilty  views,  miflead. 
And  laws,  e’en  by  the  legiflators,  bleed  j 
His  brave  contempt  of  ftate  thall  teach  the  proud, 

None  but  the  virtuous  are  of  noble  blood  5 
For  tyrants  are  but  princes  in  difguife,  320 

Though  fprung  by  long  defcents  from  Ptolemies. 
Right  he  thall  vindicate,  good  laws  defend  j 
The  firmed:  patriot,  and  the  warmeft  friend. 

Great  Edward’s  order  earl}?-  he  thall  wear, 

Ntvv  light  reltoring  to  the  fully *d  ftar.  325 
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Oft  will  his  leifure  this  retirement  choofe, 

Still  finding  future  fubje£ls  for  the  mufe  $ 

And,  to  record  the  fy Ivan’s  fatal  flame, 

The  place  (hall  live  in  long,  and  Claremont  be  the  name* 

TO  THE  LADY  LOUISA  LENOX  : 

WITH  OVID’S  EPISTLES. 

IN  moving  lines  thefe  few  epiftles  tell 

What  fate  attends  the  nymph  that  likes  too  well  ? 
How  faintly  the  fuccefsful  lovers  burn, 

And  their  negle&ed  charms  how  ladies  mourn* 

The  fair,  you’ll  find,  when  foft  entreaties  fail,  5 
Affert  their  unconteffed  right,  and  rail. 

Too  foon  they  liften,  and  refent  too  late  ; 

’Tis  lure  they  love,  whene’er  they  ftrive  to  hate. 
Their  fex  or  proudly  fhuns,  or  poorly  craves  5 
Commencing  tyrants,  and  concluding  flaves.  10 

In  different  breafls,  what  different  pafljons  glow  ! 
Ours  kindle  quick,  but  yours  extinguifh  flow. 

The  fire  we  boaft  with  force  uncertain  burns, 

And  breaks  but  out  as  appetite  returns  : 

But  yours,  like  incenfe,  mounts  by  foft  degrees,  15 
And  in  a fragrant  flame  con  fumes  to  pleale. 

Your  fex,  in  all  that  can  engage,  excel  ; 

And  ours  in  patience,  and  perluading  well. 

Imperial  Nature  equally  decrees  : 

You  have  your  pride,  and  we  our  perjuries.  20 

Though  form’d  to  conquer,  yet  too  oft  you  fall. 

By  giving  nothing,  or  by  granting  ail. 

But,  Madam,  long  will  your  unpra&is’d  years 
Smile  at  the  tale  of  lovers’  hopes  and  fears. 

Thouglv  infant  graces  footh  your  gentle  hours,  2 5 

More  foft  than  fighs,  more  lweet  than  breathing  flowers .5 
Let  rafh  admirers  your  keen  lightning  fear  $ 

’Tis  bright  if  diftant,  but  destroys  if  near 

The  time  ere  long,  if  verle  prefege,  will  come, 
Your  charms  (hall  open  in  full  Brudeqell  bloom.  30 
All  eyes  fhail  gaze,  all  hearts  fhall  homage  vow, 

And  not  a lover  languifh  but  for  you. 
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The  mufe  (hall  firing  her  lyre,  with  garlands  crown’d 
And  each  bright  nymph  fhall  ficken  at  the  found. 

So,  when  Aurora  fird  falutes  the  fight,  35 

Pleas’d  we  behold  the  tender  dawn  of  light ; 

But,  when  with  riper  red  (he  warms  the  Ikies, 

In  circling  throngs  the  wing’d  muficians  rife. 

And  the  gay  groves  rejoice  in  fym phonies. 

Each  pearly  flower  with  painted  beauty  fhines, 

And  every  liar  its  fading  fire  refigns.  41 

TO  RICHARD  EARL  OF  BURLINGTON, 

WITH  OVID’S  ART  OF  LOVE, 

My  Lord, 

OUR  poet’s  rules,  in  eafy  numbers,  tell. 

He  felt  the  paffion  he  defcribes  fo  well. 

In  that  foft  art  fuccefsfully  refin’d. 

Though  angry  Casfar  frown’d,  the  fair  were  kind. 
More  ills  from  love  than  tyrant’s  malice  flow  j 5 

Jove’s  thunder  flrikes  lefis  fure  than  Cupid’s  bow. 

Ovid  both  felt  the  pain  and  found  the  eafe  3 
Phyficians  fludy  mod  their  own  difeafe. 

The  prablice  of  that  age  in  this  we  try, 

Ladies  would  liflen  then,  and  lovers  lie.  10 

Who  flatter’d  mod  the  fair  were  mod  polite. 

Each  thought  her  own  admirer  in  the  right  3 
To  be  but  faintly  rude  was  criminal, 

But  to  be  boldly  fo  aton’d  for  all. 

Breeding  was  banifh’d  for  the  fair  ones’  fake,  15 
The  fex  ne’er  gives,  but  fufFers  ours  fhould  take. 
Advice  to  you,  my  lord,  in  vain  we  bring  3 
The  flowers  ne’er  fail  to  meet  the  blooming  fpring. 
Though  you  poflefs  all  nature’s  gifts,  take  care  3 
Love’s  queen  has  charms,  but  fatal  is  her  fnare.  20 
On  all  that  goddefs  her  falfe  fmiles  bedows  3 
As  on  the  feas  fhe  reigns,  from  whence  fhe  rofe, 
Young  Zephyrs  figh  with  fragrant  breath,  foft  gales 
Guide  her  gay  barge,  and  fwell  the  filken  fails  ; 

Each  filver  wave  in  ’beauteous  order  moves,  2 5 

Fair  as  her  bofom,  gentle  as  her  doves  j 
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But  he  that  once  embarks,  too  furely  finds 
A fullen  iky,  black,  ftorms,  and  angry  winds  5 
Cares,  fears,  and  anguifh,  hovering  on  the  coaft. 

And  wrecks  of  wretches  by  their  folly  loft.  3^ 

When  coming  time  ftiail  blefs  you  with  a bride. 

Let  paffion  not  perfuade,  but  reafon  guide  j 
Inftead  of  gold,  let  gentle  truth  endear  5 
She  ha$  molt  charms  who  is  the  moft  fincere. 

Shun  vain  variety,  ’tis  but  difeafe  5 35 

Weak  appetites  are  ever  hard  to  pleale. 

The  nymph  muft  fear  to  be  inquifitive  j 
’Tis  for  the  fex’s  quiet  to  believe. 

Her  air  an  eafy  confidence  muft  (hew. 

And  fhun  to  find  what  (he  would  dread  to  know  5 4# 

Still  charming  with  all  arts  that  can  engage, 

And  be  the  Juliana  of  the  age.  4Z 

TO  THE  DUCHESS  OF  BOLTON, 

ON  HER  STAVING  ALL  THE  WINTER  IN  THE  COUNTRY. 

CEASE  rural  conquefts,  and  fet  free  your  fwains, 

T o Dryads  leave  t he  groves , to  nymphs  the  plains. 
In  penfive  dales  alone  let  Echo  dwell, 

And  each  fad  figh  the  hears  with  fcrrow  tell. 

Haile,  let  your  eyes  at  Kent’s  Pavillion*  fhine,  5 
It  wants  but  ftars,  and  then  the  work’s  divine. 

Of  late  fate  only  tells  of  yielding  towns, 

Of  captur’d  generals,  and  prote&ed  crowns  : 

Of  purchas’d  laurels,  and  of  battles  won, 

Lines  forc’d,  ftates  vanquiih’d,/ provinces  o’errun, 

And  all  Alcides’  labour  fumm’d  in  one. 

The  brave  muft  to  the  fair  now  yield  the  prize. 

And  Englifh  arms  fubmit  to  Englifh  eyes  : 

In  which  bright  lift  among  the  firft  you  ftand  5 
Though  each  a goddefs  or  a Sunderland. 


* A Gallery  at  St.  James’s. 
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TO  THE  DUKE  OF  MARLBOROUGH, 

ON  HIS  VOLUNTARY  BANISHMENT. 

GO,  mighty  prince,  and  thofe  great  nations  fee, 
Which  thy  victorious  arms  before  made  free ; 
View  that  fam’d  column,  where  thy  name  engrav’d 
Shall  tell  their  children  who  their  empire  fav’d  5 
Point  out  that  marble  where  thy  worth  is  (hewn,  5 
To  every  grateful  country  but  thy  own. 

O cenfure  undelerv’d  i unequal  fate! 

Which  drove  to  lelTen  him  who  made  her  great : 
Which  pamper’d  with  fuccefs,  and  rich  in  fame, 
Exfoll’d  his  conqueds,  but  condemn’d  his  name.  10 
But  virtue  is  a crime  when  plac’d  on  high. 

Though  all  the  fault's  in  the  beholder’s  eye  5 
Yet  he,  untouch’d,  as  in  the  heat  of  wars, 

Flies  from  no  danger  but  domeftic  jars, 

Smiles  at  the  dart  which  angry  envy  drakes  15 

And  only  fears  for  her  whom  he  forfakes  : 

He  grieves  to  find  the  courfe  of  virtue  crofs’d, 
Blufhing  to  fee  our  blood  no  bettered  5 
Difdains  in  faClious  parties  to  contend* 

And  proves  in  abfence  mod  Britannia’s  friend.  20 

So  the  great  Scipio  of  old,  to  jfhun 

That  glorious  envy  which  his  arms  had  won. 

Far  from  his  dear  ungrateful  Rome  retir’d. 

Prepar’d,  whene’er  his  country’s  caufe  requir’d. 

To  dime  in  peace  or  war,  and  be  again  admir’d.  25 

TO  THE  EARL  OF  GODOLPHIN. 

WHILST  weeping  Europe  bends  beneath  her  ills. 
And,  where  the  fword  dedroys  not,  famine  kills  j 
Our  ide  enjoys,  by  your  luccefsful  care, 

The  pomp  of  peace,  amid  the  woes  of  war. 

So  much  the  public  to  your  prudence  owes,  5 

You  think  no  labours  long  for  our  repofe  : 

Such  conduCf,  fuch  integrity,  are  fhewn, 

There  are  no  coffers  empty  but  your  own. 
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From  mean  dependence  merit  you  retrieve, 

Unafk’d  you  offer,  and  unfeen  you  give  $ 10 

Your  favour,  like  the  Nile,  increafe  bellows, 

And  yet  conceals  the  fource  from  whence  it  flows. 

No  pomp,  or  grand  appearance,  you  approve : 

A people  at  their  eafe  is  what  you  love: 

To  leffen  taxes,  and  a nation  fave,  15 

Are  all  the  grants  your  fervices  would  have. 

Thus  far  the  ftatemiachine  wants  no  repair, 

But  moves  in  matchlefs  order  by  your  care  5 
Free  from  confufion,  fettled  and  ferene  5 
And,  like  the  univerfe,  by  fprings  unfeen.  2® 

But  now  fome  liar,  finifter  to  our  prayers. 

Contrives  new  fchemes,  and  calls  you  from  affairs  5 
No  anguilli  in  your  looks,  or  cares  appear. 

But  how  to  teach  th’  unpra6fis'd  crew  to  fleer. 

Thus,  like  a vi£lim,  no  conftraint  you  need,  25 

To  expiate  their  offence  by  whom  you  bleed. 

Ingratitude’s  a weed  of  every  clime, 

It  thrives  too  Fall  at  firft,  but  fades  in  time. 

The  god  of  day,  and  your  own  lot’s  the  fame  5 
The  vapours  you  have  rais’d,  obfcure  your  flame  : 30 
But  though  you  fuffer,  and  awhile  retreat, 

Your  globe  of  light  looks  larger  as  you  fet.  32 

ON  HER  MAJESTY’S  STATUE 

IN  ST.  PAUL’S  CHURCH  YARD. 

NEAR  the  vaft  bulk  of  that  flupendous  frame, 
Known  by  the  Gentiles’  great  apoftle’s  name  , 
XVith  grace  divine  great  Anna’s  feen  to  rife. 

An  awful  form  that  glads  a nation’s  eyes  5 
Beneath  her  feet  four  mighty  realms  appear,  5 

And  with  due  reverence  pay  their  homage  there. 
Britain  and  Ireland  feem  to  own  her  grace, 

And  e’en  wild  India  wears  a finding  face. 

But  France  alone  with  downcafl  eyes  is  feen, 

The  fad  attendant  of  fo  good  a queen  : 10 

Ungrateful  country  ! to  forget  fo  foon, 

All  that  great  Anna  for  thy  fake  has  dons  ; 
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When  fworn  the  kind  defender  of  thy  caufe, 

Spite  of  her  dear  religion,  fpite  of  laws  $ 

For  thee  {he  iheath’d  the  terrors  of  her  fword,  15 
For  thee  (be  broke  her  general — and  her  word  : 

For  thee  her  mind  in  doubtful  terms  {lie  told. 

And  learn’d  to  {peak  like  oracles  of  old. 

For  thee,  for  thee  alone,  what  could  fhe  more  ? 

She  loft  the  honour  fne  had  gain’d  before  5 1® 

Loft  all  the  trophies,  which  her  arms  had  won, 

(Such  Caefar  never  knew,  nor  Philip’s  Ion  j) 

Kefign’d  the  glories  of  a ten  year’s  reign, 

And  fuch  as  none  but  Marlborough’s  arm  could  gain. 
For  thee  in  annals  {he’s  content  to  fhine, 

Like  other  monarchs  of  the  Stuart  line*.  26 

ON  THE  NEW  CONSPIRACY,  1716. 

WHERE,  where,  degenerate  countrymen — how 
high 

Will  your  fond  folly  and  your  madnefs  fly  ? 

Are  fcenes  of  death  and  fervile  chains  lo  dear, 

To  fue  for  blood  and  bondage  every  year, 

Like  rebel  Jews,  with  too  much  freedom  curft,  5 
To  court  a change,  though  certain  of  the  worft  ? 

There  is  no  climate  which  you  have  not  fought, 
Where  tools  of  war  and  vagrant  kings  are  bought  5 
O ! noble  paflion,  to  your  country  kind, 

To  crown  her  with— the  refufe  of  mankind.  2* 

As  if  the  new  Rome,  which  your  fchemes  unfold, 
Were  to  be  built  on  rapine,  like  the  old. 

While  her  afylum  openly  provides 
For  every  ruffian  every  nation  hides. 

Will  you  ftiil  tempt  the  great  avenger’s  blow,  1 5 
And  force  the  bolt  which  he  is  loath  to  throw  ? 

Have  there  too  few  already  bit  the  plains, 

To  make  you  leek  new  Preftons  and  Dumblains  ? 

If  vengeance  lofes  its  efle&s  fo  faft, 

Yet  thole  of  mercy,  fure,  ftiould  longer  laft.  20 

Say,  is  it  rafhnels  or  defpair  provokes 
Your  harden’d  hearts  to  theie  repeated  ftrokes  t 
G 3 
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Reply:  — Behold,  their  looks,  their  fouls  declare, 

All  pale  with  guilt,  and  dumb  with  deep  defpair. 

Hear  then,  you  fons  of  blood,  your  deftin’d  fate,  25 
Hear,  ere  you  fin  too  foon,  repent  too  late. 

Madly  you  try  to  weaken  George’s  reign, 

And  ftem  theftreamof  providence  in  vain. 

By  right,  by  worth,  by  wonders,  made  our  own, 

The  hand  that  gave  it  fliall  preferve  his  throne.  go 
As  vain  your  hopes  to  diftant  times  remove, 

To  try  the  fecond  or  the  third  from  Jove  j 
For  ’tis  the  nature  of  that  facred  line, 

To  conquer  monfters,  and  to  grow  divine.  34. 

ON  THE  KING  OF  SPAIN. 

PALL  AS  j deftruHive  to  the  Trojan  line, 

Raz’d  the  proud  walls,  though  built  by  hands 
divine  : 

But  Love’s  bright  g;oddefs,  with  propitious  grace* 
Preferv’d  a hero,  and  reftor’d  the  race. 

Thus  the  fam’d  empire  where  the  Iber  flows. 

Fell  by  Eliza,  and  by  Anna  rofe.  6 

VERSES 

WRITTEN  FOR  THE  TOASTING  GLASSES 

OF  THE 

KIT -KAT -CLUB,  1703. 
lady  Carlisle. 

CARLISLE’S  a name  can  every  mufe  infpife  ; 

To  Carlifle  fill  the  glafs,  and  tune  the  lyre. 

With  his  lov’d  bays  the  god  of  day  fhall  crown 
A wit  and  luftre  equal  to  his  own. 

THE  SAME. 

At  once  the  fun  and  Carlifle  took  their  way,  5 
To  warm  the  frozen  north,  and  kindle  day  5 
The  flowers  to  both  their  glad  creation  ow’d. 

Their  virtues  he,  their  beauties  file  bellow’d* 
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LADY  ESSEX. 

The  braved:  hero,  and  the  brighteft  dame, 

From  Belgia’s  happy  clime  Britannia  drew  ; 10 

One  pregnant  cloud  we  find  does  often  frame 
The  awful  thunder  and  the  gentle  dew. 

THE  SAME. 

To  EfTex  fill  the  fprightly  wine  5 
The  health’s  engaging  and  divine. 

Let  pureft  odours  fcent  the  air,  15 

And  wreaths  of  roles  bind  our  hair  ! 

In  her  chafte  lips  thefe  blufhing  lie, 

And  thole  her  gentle  lighs  fupply. 

LADY  HYDE. 

The  god  of  wine  grows  jealous  of  his  art. 

He  only  fires  the  head,  but  Hyde  the  heart.  2© 

The  queen  of  love  looks  on,  and  fmiles  to  fee 
A nymph  more  mighty  than  a deity. 

ON  LADY  HYDE  IN  CHILD-BED. 

Hyde,  though  in  agonies,  her  graces  keeps, 

A thoufand  charms  the  nymph’s  complaints  adorn  5 ^ 
In  tears  of  dew  fo  mild  Aurora  weeps,  2 5 

But  her  bright  offspring  is  the  cheerful  morn. 

LADY  WHARTON. 

When  Jove  to  Ida  did  the  gods  invite, 

And  in  immortal  toafting  pals’d  the  night, 

W ith  more  than  neflar  he  the  banquet  blefs’d. 

For  Wharton  was  the  Venus  of  the  feail. 
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PROLOGUE 

DESIGNED  FOR  TAMERLANE. 

TO-DAY  a mighty  hero  comes,  to  warm 

Your  curdling  blood,  and  bid  you,  Britons, 
To  valour  much  lie  owes,  to  virtue  more  $ 

He  fights  to  lave,  and  conquers  to  reltore. 

He  drains  no  text,  nor  makes  dragoons  perfuade ; 
He  likes  religion,  but  he  hates  the  trade. 

Born  for  mankind,  they  by  his  labour  live  ; 
Their  property  is  his  prerogative. 

His  Iword  dellroys  lels  than  his  mercy  faves. 

And  none,  except  his  pallions,  are  his  flaves. 
Such,  Britons,  is  the  prince  that  you  poffels. 

In  council  greateft,  and  in  camps  no  leis : 

Brave,  but  not  cruel  *,  wile  without  deceit  $ 

Born  for  an  age  curs’d  with  a Bajazet. 

But  you,  dil’daining  to  be  too  fecure, 

Aik  his  protection,  and  yet  grudge  his  power. 
With  you  a monarch’s  right  is  in  difpute  ; 

Who  gives  fupplies  are  only  abfolute. 

Britons,  for  fhame  ! your  fa&ious  feuds  decline, 
Too  long  you’ve  labour’d  for  the  Bourbon  line  : 
Affert  iolt  rights,  an  Andrian  prince  alone 
Is  born  to  nod  upon  a Spanifh  throne. 

A caul’e  no  lefs  could  on  great  Eugene  call ; 
Steep  Alpine  rocks  require  an  Hannibal  : 
lie  {hows  you  your  lolt  honour  to  retrieve  $ 

Our  troops  will  right,  when  once  the  lenate  give 
find  your  cabals  and  factions,  and  in  Ipite 
Of  Whig  and  Tory  in  this  cause  unite. 

One  vote  will  then  fend  Anjou  back  to  France  ; 
There  let  the  meteor  end  his  airy  dance : 

Fife  to  the  Mantuan  foil  he  may  repair, 

E\-n  abdicated  gods  were  Latium’s  care. 

At  woiif,  he’ll  find  feme  Cornilh  borough  here. 
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PROLOGUE 

TO  THE 

MUSIC  MEETING  IN  YORK-BUI LDINGS. 

WHERE  mufic  and  more  powerful  beauties  reign. 
Who  can  fupport  the  pleafure  and  the  pain? 
Here  their  foft  magic  thole  two  Syrens  try. 

And  if  we  liRen,  or  but  look,  we  die. 

Why  Ihould  we  then  the  wondrous  tales  admire,  5 
Of  Orpheus’  numbers,  or  Amphion’s  lyre  5 
Of  walls  erefted  by  harmonious  Ikili, 

How  mountains  mov’d,  and  rapid  ftreams  Rood  Rill  l 
Behold  this  fcene  of  beauty,  and  confeis 
The  wonder  greater,'  and  the  fi6lion  lefs.  20 

Like  human  vi£lims  here  we  Rand  decreed 
To  worlhip  thofe  bright  altars  where  we  bleed. 

Who  braves  his  fate  in  fields,  mult  tremble  here  3 
Triumphant  love  more  vaffais  makes  than  fear. 

Ho  fa6lion  homage  to  the  fair  denies  ; 15 

The  right  divine’s  apparent  in  their  eyes. 

That  empire’s  fix’d,  that’s  founded  in  defire  ; 

Thofe  flames,  the  vefiais  guard,  can  ne’er  expire.  18 

PROLOGUE 

TO  THE 

CORNISH  SQUIRE,  A COMEDY. 

WHO  dares  not  plot  in  this  good-natur’d  age  ? 

Each  place  is  privileg’d  except  the  Rage  5 
There  the  dread  phalanx  of  reformers  come, 

Sworn  foes  to  wit,  as  Carthage  was  to  Rome  5 
Their  ears  fo  fanclify’d,  no  fcenes  can  pleafe,  5 

But  heavy  hymns  or  penfive  homilies  : 

Truths,  plainly  told,  their  tender  nature  wound, 
Young  rakes  muR,  like  old  patriarchs,  expound  ; 

The  painted  punk  the  profeiyte  muR  play, 

And  bawds,  lik zfille -devotes,  procure  and  pray.  10 
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How  nature  is  inverted ! Toon  you'll  lee 
Senates  unanimous,  and  fedts  agree, 

Jews  at  extortion  rail,  and  monks  at  myfiery. 

Let  charadf  ers  be  reprefented  true, 

An  airy  Tinner  makes  an  awkward  prue.  15 

With  force  and  fitting  freedom  vice  arraign  ; 

Though  pulpits  flatter,  let  the  flage  fpeak  plain. 

If  Verres  gripes  the  poor,  or  Naenius  write, 

Call  that  the  robber,  this  the  parafite. 

Ne'er  aim  to  make  an  eagle  of  an  owl  j 20 

China's  a ftatefman  j Sydrophel  a tool. 

Our  cenfurers  with  want  of  thought  difpenfe. 

But  tremble  at  the  hideous  fin  of  fenfe. 

Who  would  not  fuch  hard  fate  as  ours  bemoan, 
Indidfed  for  fpine  wit,  and  damn'd  for  none  ? 25 

But  if,  to-day,  fome  fcandal  fhould  appear, 

Let  thole  precife  Tartuffs  bind  o'er  Moliere. 

Poet,  and  Papift  too,  they'll  furely  maul. 

There’s  no  indulgences  at  Hicks’s-hall. 

Gold  only  can  their  pious  fpite  allay,  30 

They  call  none  criminals  that  can  but  pay  ; 

The  heedlels  fhrines  with  vidtims  they  invoke, 

They  take  the  fat,  and  give  the  gods  the  fmoke.  33 

PROLOGUE 

Spoken  at  the  opening  of  the  Queen's  "Theatre  in  the 
Hay  market. 

SUCH  was  our  builder’s  art,  that,  Toon  as  nam’d. 
This  fabric,  like  the  infant  world,  was  fram'd. 
The  architect  mull  on  dull  order  wait. 

But  'tis  the  poet  only  can  create. 

None  elfe,  at  pleafure,  can  duration  give:  5 

When  marble  fails,  the  mufes'  ftrudtures  live. 

The  Cyprian  fane  is  now  no  longer  feen, 

Though  facred  to  the  name  of  love’s  fair  queen. 

B’en  Athens  fcarce  in  pompous  ruin  hands. 

Though  finifh’d  by  the  karn’d  Minerva’s  hands. 
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More  fure  prefages  from  thefe  walls  we  find. 

By  beauty*  founded,  and  by  wit  defign’d. 

In  the  good  age  of  ghoftly  ignorance. 

How  did  cathedrals  rife,  and  zeal  advance  ! 

The  merry  monks  faid  orilons  at  eafe,  1 5 

Large  were  their  meals,  and  light  their  penances  $ 
Pardons  for  fins  were  purchas’d  with  eftates. 

And  none  but  rogues  in  rags  died  reprobates. 

But  now,  that  pious  pageantry’s  no  more. 

And  ftages  thrive,  as  churches  did  before  : 20 

Your  own  magnificence  you  here  furvey, 

Majeftic  columns  (land,  where  dunghills  lay, 

And  cars  triumphal  rile  from  carts  of  hay. 

Swains  here  are  taught  to  hope,  andN  nymphs  to  fear, 
And  big  Almanzor’s  fight  mocks  Blenheim’s  here.  % 5 
Defcending  goddefies  adorn  our  fcenes, 

And  quit  their  bright  abodes  for  gilt  machines. 

Should  Jove,  for  this  fair  circle,  leave  his  throne, 

He’d  meet  a lightning  fiercer  than  his  own. 

Though  to  the  fun  his  towering  eagles  rife. 

They  fcarce  could  bear  the  luftre  of  thefe  eyes.  31 

EPILOGUE 

TO  THE 

TRAGEDY  OF  CATO, 

WHAT  odd  fantaftic  things  we  women  do  ! 

Who  would  not  liften  when  young  lovers  woo  ? 
What  1 die  a maid,  yet  have  the  choice  of  two  ! 
Ladies  are  often  cruel  to  their  coft  : 

To  give  you  pain,  themfelves  they  punifh  molL  5 
Vows  of  virginity  fhpuld  well  be  weigh’d  $ 

Too  oft  they’re  cancell’d,  though  in  convents  made. 
Would  you  revenge  fuch  rafh  refolves— you  may 
Be  fpiteful — and  believe  the  thing  we  fay  3 
We  hate  you,  when  you’re  eafijy  faid  nay. 

How  needleis,  if  you  knew  us,  were  your  fears ! 

Leif  love  have  eyes,  and  beauty  will  have 
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Our  hearts  are  form’d  as  you  yourfelves  would  choofe  : 
Too  proud  to  afk,  too  humble  to  refufe  : 

We  give  to  merit,  and  to  wealth  we  fell  $ 15 

He  fighs  with  mod  fuccefs  that  fettles  well. 

The  woes  of  wedlock  with  the  joys  we  mix  $ 

*Tis  bed  repenting  in  a coach  and  fix. 

Blame  not  our  condu£I,  fince  we  but  purfue 
Thofe  lively  leffons  we  have  learn’d  from  you  : 20 

Your  breads  no  more  the  fire  of  beauty  warms. 

But  wicked  wealth  ufurps  the  power  of  charms. 

What  pains  to  get  the  gaudy  thing  you  hate, 

To  fwell  in  fhow,  and  be  a wretch  in  date  1 

At  plays  you  ogle,  at  the  ring  you  bow  $ 25 

E’en  churches  are  no  fan<5hiaries  now ; 

There  golden  idols  all  your  vows  receive  ; 

She  is  no  goddefs  who  has  nought  to  give. 

Oh  may  once  more  the  happy  age  appear, 

When  words  are  artlefs,  and  the  thoughts  ftncere  $ 30 
When  gold  and  grandeur  were  unenvy’d  things, 

And  courts  lefs  coveted  than  groves  and  fprings, 

Love  then  fhall  only  mourn  when  truth  complains. 
And  condancy  feel  tranfport  in  its  chains  5 
Sighs  with  fuccefs  their  own  foft  anguifh  tell,  '35 
And  eyes  fhall  utter  what  the  lips  conceal: 

Virtue  again  to  its  bright  dation  climb, 

And  beauty  fear  no  enemy  but  time  : 

The  fair  fhall  liden  to  defert  alone, 

And  every  Lucia  find  a Cato’s  fon.  40 

A SOLILOQUY, 

OUT  OF  ITALIAN. 

COULD  he  whom  my  diffembled  rigour  grieves, 
But  know  what  torment  to  my  foul  it  gives  $ 

He’d  find  how  fondly  I return  his  flame, 

And  wantmyfeif  the  pity  he  would  claim. 

Immortal  gods  ! why  has  your  doom  decreed  5 

Two  wounded  hearts  with  equal  pangs  fhould  bleed  ? 
Since  that  great  law  which  your  tribunal  guides, 

Has  join’d  in  love  whom  dediny  divides  j 
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Repent,  ye  powers,  the  injuries  you  caufe, 

Or  change  our  natures,  or  reform  your  laws.  id 

Unhappy  partner  of  my  killing  pain, 

Think  what  I feel  the  moment  you  complain  * 

Each  figh  you  utter  wounds  my  tendered  part, 

So  much  my  lips  mifreprefent  my  heart. 

When  from  your  eyes  the  falling  drops  diflil,  15 

My  vital  blood  in  every  tear  you  fpill : 

And  all  thofe  mournful  agonies  I hear. 

Are  but  the  echoes  of  my  own  defpair*  18 

AN 

IMITATION  OF  A FRENCH  AUTHOR, 

CAN  you  count  the  fiver  lights 

That  deck  the  ikies,  and  cheer  the  nights  5 
Or  the  leaves  that  ftrow  the  vales, 

When  groves  are  ftript  by  winter  gales  5 
Or  the  drops  that  in  the  morn  j 

Hang  with  tranfparent  pearl  the  thorn  5 
Or  bridegroom’s  joys,  or  mifer’s  cares. 

Or  gameiler’s  oaths,  or  hermit’s  prayers  ; 

Or  envy’s  pangs,  or  love’s  alarms. 

Or  Marlborough’s  a<Rs,  or  — — n’s  charms  ? 20 

ANACREONTIC  EPISTLE  TO  MR.  GAY, 

ON  HIS  POEMS. 

WHEN  fame  did  o’er  the  fpacious  plain 
The  lays  fhe  once  had  learn’d  repeat  j 
All  liffen’d  to  the  tuneful  drain, 

And  wonder’d  who  could  fing  fo  fweet. 

Twas  thus.  The  graces  held  the  lyre,  5 

The  harmonious  frame  the  mufes  ftrung. 

The  loves  and  fmiles  compos’d  the  choir. 

And  Gay  tranlcrib’d  what  Phoebus  lung.  S 
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TO  THE 

MERRY  POETASTER, 

AT  SADLER’S  HALL  IN  CHEAPSIDE* 

UNWEILDY  pedant,  let  thy  awkward  mule 
With  ceniures  praiie,  with  flatteries  abule* 

To  lafli,  and:  not  be  felt,  in  thee’s  an  art : 

Thou  ne’er  mad’fl:  any,  but  thy  fchool-boys,  fmart* 
Then  be  advis’d,  and  lcribble  not  again  ; 5 

Thou’rt  fafhion’d  for  a flail,  and  net  a pen* 

If  R l’s  immortal  wit  thou  would’fl:  decry. 

Pretend  ’tis  he  that  writ  thy  poetry. 

Thy  feeble  fatire  ne’er  can  do  him  wrong  $ 

Thy  poems  and  fhy  patients  live  not  long.  10 
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THE 


POETICAL  WORKS 


DR.  WILLIAM  BROOME. 


Free  from  the  luft  of  wealth  and  glittering  fnares 
That  make  th’  unhappy  Great  in  love  with  cares. 
Me  humble  joys  in  calm  retirement  pleafe, 

A filent  happinefs  and  learned  eafe. 

Deny  me  grandeur,  heaven  ! but  goodnefs  grant: 

A king  is  lefs  illustrious  than  a faint 

O heaven1,  by  what  vain  pafiions  man  is  fway’d! 
Proud  of  his  reafon,  by  his  will  betray’d, 

Boldly  he  wanders  in  purfuit  of  vice. 

And  hates  confinement  tho’  in  Paradife  ! 

Doom’d,  when  enlarg’d,  inftead  of  Eden’s  bow’rs 
To  rove  in  wilds,  and  gather  thorns  for  ilow’rs : 
Between  th’  extremes  diredt  he  fees  the  way, 

Yet  wilful  fwerves,  peryerfely  fond  to  ftray. 


O F 


CONTAINING  HIS 


PREFACE, 

MISCELLANIES, 

EPISTLES, 

PARAPHRASES, 


PASTORALS, 

ODES, 

IMITATIONS, 

TRANSLATIONS, 


&C.  &c.  (zfu 


EpiJUe  to  Mr.  Fenton . 


JUncon* 

PRINTED  AND  EMBELLISHED 
Under  the  Diredtion  of 
C.  COOKE. 


\ 


LIFE  OF  BROOME. 


ILLIAM  BROOME,  the  author  of  the  fol- 


lowing  Poems,  was  born  in  Chefhire,  but  of 
the  time  and  place  of  his  birth,  or  the  incidents  of 
the  early  part  of  his  life,  no  authentic  intelligence  can 
be  obtained, — further  than  that  he  was  educated  upon 
the  foundation  at  Eaton,  and  fent  by  his  friends  from 
thence  to  St.  John’s  College,  Oxford ; where,  by  their 
aflifiance,  he  was  maintained  till  he  entered  into  or- 
ders. He  had  acquired  at  College  the  reputation  of 
being  an  excellent  Greek  fcholar,  and  difcovered  fuch 
a propenlity  for  verfifying,  that  his  intimate  acquain- 
tance familiarly  called  him  the  Poet  3 but  he  evinced 
very  little  knowledge  of  men  and  manners,  till  by  en- 
tering into  focial  life,  he  fhook  off  the  rud  of  the 
fc  bools. 

The  find  work  of  importance  which  he  undertook, 
was  a profe  tranflation  of  Homer’s  Iliad,  in  conjunc- 
tion with  Ozell  and  Oldifworth,  but  what  part  of  the 
verfion  was  allotted  to  him,  or  what  benefit  accrued 
from  the  joint  labours  of  the  tranflators  is  not  known, 
though,  in  the  opinion  of  Toland,  a literary  character 
of  eminence  in  that  day,  it  was  held  fuperior  to  the 
production  of  Pope. 

Broome  was  afterwards  introduced  at  Sir  John 
Cotton’s,  at  Madingly  in  Cambridge  (hire,  to  the  ac- 
quaintance of  Pope,  who  entertained  fo  high  an  opi- 
nion of  his  abilities,  that  he  engaged  him  to  feieCh  ex- 
tracts from  Eudathius,  for  notes  to  the  tranflation  of 
the  Iliad  3 and  in  the  volume  of  Poems  publifhed  un- 
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der  the  title  of  ec  Pope’s  Mifcellanies,”  feveral  of  his 
early  pieces  was  inferted. 

But  Pope  and  Broome  were  to  be  yet  more  clofely 
conne&ed  j for  the  fale  of  the  Iliad  being  very  rapid, 
.it  gave  encouragement  to  a verfion  of  the  OdyfTey  5 
and  Pope,  to  eafe  himfelf  of  the  toil,  obtained  the  af- 
fiftance  of  Fenton  and  Broome,*  and  taking  only  half 
the  work  upon  himfelf,  divided  the  other  half  between 
his  coadjutors,  gave  four  books  to  Fenton  and  eight 
to  Broome.  Fenton’s  books  we  have  enumerated  in 
his  life  3 the  fecond,  fixth,  eighth,  eleventh,  twelfth, 
fixteenth,  eighteenth,  and  twenty-third,  fell  to  the  lot 
of  Broome,  together  with  the  burden  of  writing  all 
the  notes. f The  affociates  executed  their  parts  with 
fuch  ability,  that  even  the  judges  of  Poetry  have  ne- 
ver been  able  to  diftinguifh  their  books  from  thofe  of 
Pope. 

Dr.  Johnfon  remarks,  that  as  this  tranflation  is  a 
very  important  event  in  poetical  hiftory,  the  reader  has 
a right  to  know  upon  what  grounds  the  narration  re~ 
fpe&ing  the  tranflation  of  the  OdyfTey,  being  the  joint 
work  of  Pope,  Broome,  and  Fenton,  is  eftablifhed  3 
and  therefore  makes  the  following  obfervations  : 

<c  That  the  verfion  was  not  wholly  Pope’s  was  al- 
ways known.  He  had  mentioned  the  affiflance  of  two 
friends  in  his  propofals  3 and  at  the  end  of  the  work 
Tome  account  is  given  by  Broome  of  their  different 
parts  ; which,  however,  mentions  only  five  books  as 

* Rufthead  relates  that  Fenton  and  Broome  had  already  begun  The 
OiylTey,  but  that  Fope  liked  better  to  have  them  confederates  than  rivals. 
The  original  copy  of  Pope’s  and  Fenton’s  books  are  in  the  Mufeum. 
ton’s  bocks  have  few  alterations  by  Pope.  Broome’s  have  net  been  found  ; 
it  is  faid  Pope  complained  of  the  trouble  he  had  in  ccrreeUng  them. 
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written  by  the  coadjutors  5 the  fourth  and  twentieth 
by  Fenton  5 the  fixth,  the  eleventh,  and  the  eighteenth 
by  himfelf  j that  Pope  in  an  advertifement  prefixed  af- 
terwards to  a new  volume  of  his  works,  claimed  only 
twelve.  A natural  curiofity,”  continues  the  Do&or, 
6e  after  the  real  condu6l  of  fo  great  an  undertaking, 
incited  me  to  inquire  of  Dr.  Warburton,  who  told 
mein  his  warm  language,  that  the  relation  given  in 
the  note  was  e a lie,’  but  he  was  not  able  to  afcertain 
the  feveral  fhares.  The  intelligence  which  Dr.  War- 
burton  could  not  alford  me,  I obtained  from  Mr.  Lang- 
ton,  to  whom  Mr.  Spence  had  imparted  it. 

“ The  price  at  which  Pope  purchafed  this  afiift- 
ance  was  three  hundred  pounds  paid  to  Fenton,  and 
five  hundred  to  Broome,  with  as  many  copies  for  his 
friends  as  amounted  to  one  hundred  pounds  more. 
The  payment  made  to  Fenton  I know  not,  but  by 
hearfay.  Broome's  is  very  diftin£Uy  told  by  Pope  in 
a note  to  the  Dunciad.*  It  is  evident,  that  according 
to  Pope’s  own  eftimate,  Broome  was  unkindly  treated. 
If  four  books  could  merit  threee  hundred  pounds,  eight 
books  and  all  the  notes,  equivalent  at  leaft  to  four,  had 
certainly  a right  to  more  than  fix. 

“ Broome  probably  confidered  himfelf  as  injured, 
and  there  was  for  fome  time  more  than  coldnefs  be- 
tween him  and  his  employer.  He  always  fpoke  of 
Pope  as  too  much  a lover  of  money ; and  Pope  pur- 
ified him  with  avowed  hoftility,  for  he  not  only  named 

♦ Whoever  imagines  this  a farcafm  on  the  other  ingenious  perfon  (Mr. 
Broome)  is  furely  miftaken:  the  opinion  pur  Author  had  of  him  was  fuf- 
ficiently  (hewn  by  his  joining  him  in  the  undertaking  of  The  Odyfley,  in 
which  Mr.  Broome,  having  engaged  without  any  previous  agreement,  dif- 
charged  his  part  fo  much  to  Mr.  Pope’s  fatisfa&ion,  that  he  gratified  him 
with  the  full  fum  of  500I.  and  a prefent  of  all  the  books  for  which  his  OW» 
mtereft  could  procure  him  fubfcribers,  to  the  value  of  100I,  more. 


8 LIFE  OF  BROOME, 

him  difrefpe£lfully  in  the  6 Dunciad,’  but  quoted  him 
more  than  once  in  the  c Bathos,’  as  a proficient  in 
the  c Art  of  Sinking  and  in  his  enumeration  of  the 
different  kinds  of  Poets  diftinguifhed  for  the  profound, 
he  reckons  Broome  among  6 the  parrots  who  repeat 
another’s  words  in  such  a hoarfe,  odd  tone,  as  makes 
them  feem  their  own.’  I have  been  told,”  fays  the 
Doffor,  “ that  they  were  afterwards  reconciled  : but 
I am  afraid  their  peace  was  without  friendship.” 

In  1727  he  published  his  Mifcellaneous  Poems,  with 
a dedication  to  Lord  TownShend,  dated  January  16, 
1726,  being  at  that  time  Re6tor  of  Sturfton  in  Suffolk, 
where  he  married  a wealthy  widow,  a circumftance  that 
enabled  him  to  take  the  degree  of  do<5lor  of  laws,  when 
the  King  vifited  Cambridge  in  1728. 

In  1733,  he  was  prefented  by  the  Crown  to  the 
Reftory  of  Pulham,  in  Norfolk,  which  he  held  with 
Oakley  Magna,  in  Suffolk,  given  him  by  Lord  Corn- 
wallis, to  whom  he  was  chaplain,  and  who  added  the 
Vicarage  of  Eye  in  Suffolk  ; he  then  refigned  Pulham, 
and  retained  the  other  two.  Towards  the  clofe  of  his. 
life,  he  amufed  himfelf  with  tranflating  fome  Odes  of 
Anacreon,  which  were  publiflied  in  the  Gentleman’s 
Magazine,  under  the  fignature  of  “ Chefler. ” 

He  died  at  Bath,  November  16,  1745,  and  was  in- 
terred in  the  Abbey  Church. 

The  charafter  of  Broome  was  amiable  and  refpec- 
table,  though  he  never  rofe  to  a very  high  dignity  in 
the  church.  At  college  he  was  univerfally  beloved  5 
and  in  more  advanced  life  he  was  diftinguifhed  by  his 
exemplary  obfervance  of  the  focial  and  domeftic  duties. 


LIFE  OF  BROOME.  9 

and  his  piety  and  diligence  in  the  exercife  of  his  cleri- 
cal fun&ions.  He  is  mentioned  by  the  author  of  the 
“ Sacred  and  Prophane  Hiftory  Conne£led,”  under  the 
title  of  “ the  ingenious  annotator  on  the  Englifh  Homer, 
whofe  real  worth,  as  well  as  learning,  makes  it  a 
pleafure  to  me,”  fays  the  author,  6C  to  fay  that  I can 
call  him  my  friend.”  As  a poet,  his  com  poll  dons  are 
chara6lerifed  by  corre£lnefs  of  judgment,  elegance  of 
di6lion,  and  harmony  of  numbers',  rather  than  by 
force  of  genius,  or  livelinefs  of  fancy,  though  they  are 
not  deftitute  of  either.  His  tranflaticns  poffefs  much 
merit,  as  they  are  fmooth,  claflical,  and  fpirited,  and 
moftofhis  original  pieces  are  entitled  to  approbation, 
either  for  the  ideas  they  communicate,  or  the  language 
in  which  they  are  expreffed.  Dr.  Warton  things  that 
the  books  he  tranflated  for  Pope,  in  the  Odyffey,  are 
inferior  to  thofe  of  Fenton  ; but  notwithftanding  the 
opinion  of  that  critic,  it  is  to  be  obferved,  that  the 
judges  of  poetry  have  never  been  able  to  diftinguifh  his 
books  from  thofe  of  Fenton  and  Pope. 

“ Of  Broome,”  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  ec  though  it  can- 
not be  laid  that  he  was  a great  poet,  it  would  be  unjufl 
to  deny  that  he  was  an  excellent  verfifier  j his  lines  are 
fmooth  and  fonorous,  and  his  difdon  is  fele<5l  and  ele- 
gant. His  rhymes  are  lometimesunfuitable,  as  in  one 
of  his  poems  he  makes  breath  rhyme  to  birth  in  one 
place  and  to  earth  in  another.  Thofe  faults  occur  but 
feldom  j and  he  had  fjch  powers  of  words  and  numbers 
as  fitted  him  for  tranflation ; but  in  his  original  works 
recolle£Hon  feems  to  have  been  his  bufinefs  more  than 
invention.  His  imitations  are  fo  apparent,  that  it  is 
part  of  his  reader’s  employment  to  recal  the  verfes  of 
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•Tome  former  poet.  Sometimes  he  copies  the  mo  ft  po- 
pular writers,  for  he  feems  fcarcely  to  endeavour  at 
concealment,  and  fometimes  picks  up  fragments  in  ob* 
fcure  corners.  His  lines  to  Fenton, 

‘4  Serene,  the  fling  of  pain  thy  thoughts  beguile, 

14  And  make  afflictions  objects  of  a fmile.” 

brought  to  my  mind  fome  lines  on  the  death  of  Queen 
Mary,  written  by  Barnes,  of  whom  I fhould  not  have 
expe6led  to  find  an  imitator  $ 

44  Butthou,  O Mufe,  whofe  fweet  nepenthean  tongue 
4*  Can  charm  the  pangs  of  de'ath  with  deathlefs  long  j 
lt  Canft  fiinging  plagues  with  ea i'y  thoughts  beguile^ 

44  Make  pains  and  tortures  objects  of  a fmile." 

(C  To  dete£l  his  imitations  were  tedious  and  ufelefs, 
what  he  takes  he  feldom  makes  worfe,  and  he  cannot 
be  thought  a weak  man  whom  Pope  chofe  for  an  affo  - 
ciate,  and  whofe  co-operation  was  confidered  by  Pope’s 
enemies  as  fo  important,  that  he  was  attacked  by  Hen- 
ley with  this  ludicrous  diftich, 

41  Pope  came  off  clean  with  Homer,  but  they  fay 
44  Broome  went  before,  and  kindly  fwept  the  way.” 
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TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 

CHARLES  LORD  VISCOUNT  TOWNSHEND, 

ijte  one  of  his  Majeftfs  Principal  Secretaries  of  State , and  Knight  of  the  Mo  ft 
Noble  Order  of  the  Garter , Of  6. 

My  Lord, 

I BEG  leave  to  publiffi  the  following  poems  under 
your  patronage  : a prefent,  I ccmfefs,  unworthy  of 
it,  and  of  little  value,  excepting  what  gratitude  gives 
it : but,  I fear,  it  may  be  efteemed  a boaft  rather  than  an 
aknowledgment,  or  at  beft  an  oftentatious  kind  of  gra- 
titude, to  tell  the  world  that  I havereceived  thehigheft 
obligations  from  the  Lord  Townfhend  : it  is  an  honour 
to  be  regarded  by  a perfon  of  fo  diflinguiffied  a charac- 
ter: I am  proud  of  it,  and,  not  being  of  a nature  to  be 
content  with  a filent  gratitude,  am  not  deterred  from 
owning  it,  though  it  be  liable  to  be  mifcailed  vanity. 

You  have,  my  Lord,  the  happinefs  to  enjoy  what 
that  great  ftatefman  Walljngham,  who  held  the  fame 
office  which  you  fill  with  fo  much  honour,  frequently 
wiffied,  but  never  obtained ; a retirement  from  bufi- 
nefs  in  the  declenlion  of  life,  to  enjoy  age  in  peace  and 
tranquillity  : this  laft  a<5lion  fpeaks  you  truly  great ; 
for  that  perfon  who  by  a voluntary  retreat,  could  in- 
duftrioufly  renounce  all  the  grandeur  of  the  world,  muff 
evidently  have  a foul  above  it. 

Tully  in  his  Tuiculum  was  never  more  happy,  that! 
the  Lord  Townfhend  in  his  Rainham  ; 

41 ...  where  majeftically  plain 

44  Pure  nature  reigns  where  varied  views  from  views 
44  Diffufive  p’r.ofpefts  yield  * : here  ihagg’d  with  woods, 

44  Here  rich  with  harveft,  and  there  white  with  flocksy 

44  And  all  the  gay  horizon  fmiles  around 

44  Full  of  thy  genius  ! Lo  ! between  yon  groves 

44  The  dome  with  eafy  grandeur,  like  the  foul 

44  Of  its  great  mailer,  riling  overlooks 

44  The  fubjeft  regions,  and  commands  the  charms 

44  Of  many  a pleafing  landscape  to  the  eye 

44  Delightful  change  l here  groves  of  loftiest  ihade 

14  Wave  their  proud  tops,  and  form  of  ftatelieft  view. 

44  A fylvan  theatre  ! while  nature’s  hand 

44  Pours  forth  profufe,  o’er  hill,  o’er  vale,  o’er  lawn, 

44  Her  choiceft  bleffings:  fee  ! where  yonder  lake 
44  Spreads  Its  wide  liouicl  plain  : now  Hands  unmoved, 

44  Pure  as  th’  expanfe  of  heaven,  and  heaven  reflects  ■ 

44  From  its  broad  glittering  mirror  | now  with  wayea 

* See  Mr,  Thomfon's  excellent  poems* 
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44  curl’d  gently  by  the  breeze,  falutes  the  flowers 
41  That  grace  its  banks  ! in  ftate  the  fnowy  fwans 
44  Arch  their  proud  necks,  and  fowls  of  various  plume 
44  Innumerous,  native  or  exotic,  cleave 
44  The  dancing  wave  ! while  o’er  the  adjoining  lawns; 

44  Obverted  to  the  fouthern  fun\s,  the  deer 
44  Wide  fpreading  graze,  or  ftarting  bound  away 
44  In  crowds,  then  turning,  filent  ftand  and  gaze  ! 

44  Such  are  thy  beauties  Rainham,  fuch  the  haunts 
44  Of  angels  in  primeval  guiltlefs  days, 

44  When  man  imparadis’d  convers’d  with  God.’1 

This,  my  Lord,  is  but  a faint  picture  of  the  place 
of  your  retirement,  which  no  one  ever  enjoyed  more 
elegantly : no  part  of  your  life  lies  heavy  upon  you  j 
there  is  no  uneafy  vacancy  in  it  j it  is  all  filled  up  with 
ftudy,  exercife,  or  polite  amufement : here  you  fhine 
in  the  moft  agreeable,  though  not  molt  ftrong  and  daz- 
zling light : in  your  public  ftation  you  commanded  ad  - 
miration  and  honour  5 in  your  private,  you  attra6l 
love  and  efteem : the  nobler  parts  of  your  life  will  be 
the  fubjeft  of  the  hiftorian ; and  the  a<5fions  of  the  great 
ftatelman  and  patriot  will  adorn  many  pages  of  our  fu- 
ture annals  : but  the  affectionate  father,  the  indulgent 
mafter,  the  condefcending  and  benevolent  friend,  pa- 
tron, and  companion,  can  only  be  defcribed  by  thole 
who  have  the  pleafure  and  happinefs  to  fee  you  a<5t 
in  all  thofe  relations  : I could  with  delight  enlarge 
upon  this  amiable  part  of  your  chara6ler ; but  am 
fenfible  that  no  portion  of  your  time  is  fo  ill  lpent  as 
in  reading  what  I write.  I will  therefore  only  beg  the 
honour  to  fubfcribe  myfelf, 

My  Lord, 

Your  Lordfhip’s  moft  obliged, 

And  moft  obedient  fervant, 

Pulhatn  in  Norfolk , 1739.  William  Broome. 
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T AM  very  fenfible  that  many  hard  circumdances 
X attend  ail  authors  : if  they  write  ill,  they  are  lure 
to  be  ufed  with  contempt  ; if  well,  too  often  with 
envy.  Some  men,  even  while  they  improve  themfelves 
with  the  fentiments  of  others,  rail  at  their  benefaclors,. 
and  while  they  gather  the  fruit,  tear  the  tree  that  bore 
it.  I mult  confefs,  that  mere  idlenefs  induced  me  to 
write  ; and  the  hopes  of  entertaining  a few  idle  men, 
to  publifh.  I am  not  fo  vain  as  not  to  think  there  are 
many  faults  in  the  enfuing  poems  ; all  human  works 
mud  fall  fhort  of  perfeflion  ; and  therefore  to  ac- 
knowledge it,  is  no  humility  : however,  I am  not 
like  thofe  authors,  who,  out  of  a falfe  modedy,  com- 
plain of  the  imperfeftions  of  their  own  works,  yet 
would  take  it  very  ill  if  the  world  fhould  believe  them : 
I will  not  add  hypoerify  to  my  other  faults,  or  aft  fo 
abfurdly  as  to  invite  the  reader  to  an  entertainment, 
and  then  tell  him  that  there  is  nothing  worth  his  eat- 
ing 5 I have  furnifhed  out  the  table  according  to  my 
bed  abilities,  if  not  with  a fplendid  elegance,  yet  at 
lead  with  an  innocent  variety. 

But  finee  this  is  the  lad  time  that  I fhall  ever,  per- 
haps, trouble  the  world  in  this  kind,  I will  beg  leave 
! • to  ijpeak  fomething  not  as  a poet,  but  a critic  ; that  if 
my  credit  fhould  fail  as  a poet,  I may  have  recourfe 
to  my  remarks  upon  Homer,  and  be  pardoned  for  my 
indudry  as  the  annotator  in  part  upon  the  Iliad,  and 
entirely  upon  the  Odyffey. 

I will  therefore  offer  a few  things  upon  critic ifm  in 
general,  a ftudy  very  neceffary,  but  fallen  into  con- 
tempt through  the  abufe  of  it.  At  the  redoration  of 
learning,  it  was  particularly  neceffary  \ authors  had 
been  long  buried  in  obfcurity,  atid  confequently  had 
contracted  feme  rud  through  the  ignorance  andbarba- 
rifm  of  preceding  ages  it  was  therefore  very  requi- 
site that  they  fhould  be  polifhed  by  a critical  hand.,  and 
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reftored  to  their  original  purity  ; in  this  confills  the 
ofice  of  critics  ; but,  indead  of  making  copies  agrees 
able  to  the  manufcripts,  they  have  long  inter  ted  their 
own  conje£lures  ; and  from  this  licenfe  arife  mod  of 
the  various  readings,  the  burdens  of  modern  editions  j 
whereas  books  are  like  pictures,  they  may  be  new 
varnifhed,  but  not  a feature  is  to  be  altered  3 and 
every  broke  that  is  thus  added,  deftroys  in  fome  de- 
gree the  refemblance,  and  the  original  is  no  longer  an 
Homer  or  a Virgil,  but  a mere  ideal  perfon,  the 
creature  of  the  editor’s  fancy.  Whoever  deviates 
from  this  rule,  does  not  corre£l,  but  corrupt  his  au- 
thor : and  therefore,  fince  mof!  books  worth  reading 
have  now  good  imprelHons,  it  is  a folly  to  devote  too 
much  time  to  this  branch  of  criticilm  5 it  is  ridiculous  to 
make  it  the  fupreme  bulinefs  of  life  to  repair  the  ruins 
of  a decayed  word,  to  trouble  the  world  with  vain 
niceties  about  a letter,  or  a Syllable,  or  the  tranfpofi- 
tion  of  a phrafe,  when  the  prefen t reading  is  Sufficiently 
intelligible.  The'e  learned  triflers  are  mere  weeders  of 
an  author  5 they  coile£l  the  weeds  for  their  own  ufe, 
and  permit  others  to  gather  th^  herbs  and  flowers  : it 
would  be  of  more  advantage  to  mankind,  when  once 
an  author  is  faithfully  published,  to  turn  our  thoughts 
from  the  words  to  the  lentiments,  and  make  them  morg 
eafy  and  intelligible.  A fkill  in  verbal  criticifm  is  in 
reality  b?ut  a fkill  in  guefling,  and  consequently  he  is 
the  bell  critic  who  gueffes  bell : a mighty  attainment ! 
and  yet  with  what  pomp  is  a trivial  alteration  ulherec} 
into  the  world ! Such  writers  are  like  Caligula,  who 
raifed  a mighty  army,  and  alarmed  the  whole  world, 
and.  then  led  it  to  gather  cockle -fhells.  In  fhort, 
the  quehion  is  not  what  the  author  might  have  laid, 
but  what  he  has  actually  faid  ; it  is  not  whether  a dif- 
ferent word  will  agree  with  the  fenfe,  and  turn  of  the 
period,  but  whether  it  was  ufed  by  the  author  5 if  it 
was,  it  has  a good  title  Hill  to  maintain  its  poll,  and 
the  authority  of  the  manuscript  ought  to  be  followed 
rather  than  the  fancy  of  the  editor  ; for  can  a modern 
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be  a better  judge  of  the  language  of  the  pureft  of  the 
ancients,  than  thole  ancients  who  wrote  it  in  the  greateft 
purity  ? or  if  he  could,  was  ever  any  author  fo  happy 
as  always  to  choofe  the  proper  word  ? Experience  fhows 
the  impoffibility.  Befides,  of  what  ufe  is  verbal  cri- 
ticifm  when  once  we  have  a faithful  edition  ? it  em  - 
barrafies  the  reader  inftead  of  giving  new  light  and 
hinders  his  proficiency  by  engroffing  his  time ; and 
calling  off  the  attention  from  the  author  to  the  editor  5 
it  ir creates  the  expence  of  books,  and  makes  us  pay 
an  high  price  for  trifles,  and  often  for  abfurdities.  I 
will  only  add,  with  Sir  Henry  Saville,  that  various 
lections  are  now  grown  fo  voluminous,  that  we  begin 
to  value  the  firfl  editions  of  books  as  molt  correct,  be- 
caufe  lead  corrected. 

There  are  other  critics  who  think  themfelves  oblig- 
ed to  fee  no  imperfe&ions  in  their  author  : from  the 
moment  they  undertake  his  caufe,  they  look  upon  him 
as  a lover  upon  his  miftrefs  5 he  has  no  faults,  or  his 
very  faults  improve  into  beauties  : this,  indeed,  is  a 
well-natured  error,  but  ftill  blameable,  becaufe  it 
mifguides  the  judgment.  Such  critics  ael  no  lefs  er- 
roneoufly,  than  a judge  who  fhould  refolve  to  acquit 
a perlon,  whether  innocent  or  guilty,  who  comes  be- 
fore him  upon  his  trial.  It  is  frequent  for  the  partial 
critic  to  praife  the  work  as  he  likes  the  author  ; he 
admires  a book  as  an  antiquary  a medal,  folely  from 
the  impreffion  of  the  name,  and  not  from  the  intrinfic 
value  : the  copper  of  a favourite  writer  fhall  be  more 
efteemed  than  the  fined:  gold  of  a lefs  acceptable  au- 
thor : for  this  reafon  many  perfons  have  chofen  to 
publifh  their  works  without  a name,  and  by  this  me- 
thod, like  Apelles,  who  flood  unfeen  behind  his  own 
Venus,  have  received  a praife,  which  perhaps  might 
have  been  denied  if  the  author  had  been  vifible. 

But  there  are  other  critics  who  a£l  a contrary  parfq 
and  condemn  all  as  criminals  whom  they  try  : they 
dwell  only  on  the  faults  of  an  author,  and  endeavour 
B 2 


l6  PREFACE* 

to  raife  a reputation  by  dilpraifing  every  thing  that 
other  men  praife  ; they  have  an  antipathy  to  a Alining 
character,  like  I'ome  animals,  that  hate  the  lun  only 
becaufe  of  its  brightnels  : it  is  a crime  with  them  to 
excel  : they  are  a kind  of  Tartars  in  learning,  who* 
feeing  a perfon  of  diftinguiihed  qualifications,  imme- 
diately endeavour  to  kill  him,  in  hopes  to  attain  juft 
fo  much  merit  as  they  deftroy  in  their  adverlary.  I 
never  look  into  one  of  thefe  critics  but  he  puts  me  in 
mind  of  a giant  in  romance  : the  glory  of  the  giant 
confifts  in  the  number  of  the  limbs  of  men  whom  he 
has  deftroyed  j that  of  the  critic  in  viewing 

44 -Disjefti  membra  Poets.”  HOR. 

If  ever  he  accidentally  deviates  into  praife,  he  does  it 
that  his  enfuing  blame  may  fall  with  the  greater  weight  j 
he  adorns  an  author  with  a few  flowers,  as  the  ancients 
thole  vidlims  which  they  were  ready  to  facrifice : he 
ftudies  criticifm  as  if  it  extended  only  to  difpraile  $ a 
pra&ice,  which,  when  mod  fuccefsful,  is  leaft  defina- 
ble^ A painter  might  juftly  be  thought  tohaveaper- 
verfe  imagination,  who  fhould  delight  only  to  draw 
the  deformities  and  diftortions  of  human  nature* 
which,  when  executed  by  the  mod  mafterly  hand, 
ftrike  the  beholder  with  moft  horror.  It  is  ufual  with 
envious  critics  to  attack  the  writings  of  others,  be- 
caufe they  are  good  5 they  cor  ftantly  prey  upon  the 
faireft  fruits,  and  hope  to  fpread  their  own  works  by 
uniting  them  with  thole  of  their  adverfary.  But  this 
is  like  Mezentius  in  Virgil,  to  join  a dead  care  ale  to 
a living  body  5 and  the  only  effebf  of  it,  to  fill  every 
well-natured  mind  with  deteftation  : tlieir  malice  be- 
comes impotent,  and,  contrary  to  their  defign,  they 
give  a teftlmony  of  their  enemy’s  merit,  and  fliow  him 
to  be  an  hero  by  turning  all  their  weapons  againft  him  : 
fuch  critics  are  like  dead  coals  ; they  may  blacken, 
but  cannot  burn.  Thele  writers  bring  to  my  memory 
a paflage  in  the  Iliad,  where  all  the  inferior  powers, 
the  Piebs  Superum,  or  rabble  of  the  iky,  are  fancied 
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to  unite  their  endeavours  to  pull  Jupiter  down  to  the 
earth : but  by  the  attempt  they  only  betray  their  own 
inability  $ Jupiter  is  iiill  Jupiter,  and  by  their  una- 
vailing efforts  they  manifeft  his  fuperiority. 

Modefty  is  effential  to  true  criticifm  : no  man  has  a 
title  to  be  a di£lator  in  knowledge,  and  the  fenfe 
of  our  own  infirmities  ought  to  teach  us  to  treat  others 
with  humanity.  The  envious  critic  ought  to  confider, 
that  if  the  authors  be  dead  whom  he  cenfures,  it  is  in- 
humanity to  trample  upon  their  allies  with  infolence  j 
that  it  is  cruelty  to  fummon,  implead,  and  condemn 
them  with  rigour  and  animofity,  when  they  are  not 
in  a capacity  to  anfwer  his  unjuft  allegations  : If  the  au- 
thors be  alive,  the  common  laws  of  fociety  oblige  us 
not  to  commit  any  outrage  againft  another’s  reputation  ; 
we  ought  modeftly  to  convince,  not  injurioufly  infult  3 
and  contend  for  truth,  not  victory  : and  yet  the  envi- 
ous critic  is  like  the  tyrants  of  old,  who  thought  it 
not  enough  to  conquer,  unlefs  their  enemies  were  made 
a public  Ipe6lacle,  and  dragged  in  triumph  at  their 
chariot  wheels  : but  what  is  fuch  a triumph  but  a 
barbarous  infult  over  the  calamities  of  their  fellow 
creatures  ? the  noife  of  a day,  purchafed  with  the 
mifery  of  nations  ? However,  I would  not  be 'thought 
to  be  pleading  for  an  exemption  from  criticifm  3 I 
would  only  have  it  circumfcribed  within  the  rules  of 
candour  and  humanity  : writers  may  be  told  of  their 
errors,  provided  it  be  with  the  decency  and  tendernefs 
of  a friend,  not  the  malice  and  paffion  of  an  enemy  : 
boys  may  be  whipped  into  fenfe,  but  men  are  to  be 
guided  with  reafon. 

If  we  grant  the  malicious  critic  all  that  he  claims, 
and  allow  him  to  have  proved  his  adverfary’s  duhiefs, 
and  his  own7acutenefs,  yet,  as  long  as  there  is  virtue 
in  the  world,,  mod  eft  dulnefs  will  be  preferable  to 
learned  arrogance  : Dulnefs  may  be  a misfortune,  but 
arrogance  is  a crime  ; and  where  is  the  mighty  advan- 
tage, if,  while  he  difcovers  more  learning,  he  is  found 
to  have  lefs  virtue  than  his  adverfary  ? and,  though  he 
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be  a better  critic,  yet  proves  himfelf  to  be  a worfe  man? 
Befules,  no  one  is  to  be  envied  the  fkill  in  finding  Rick 
faults  as  others  are  fo  dull  as  to  miftake  for  beauties. 
What  advantage  is  fuch  a quickfightednefs  even  to 
the  pofteffiors  of  it  ? It  makes  them  difficult  to  be  plea- 
fed,  and  gives  them  pain,  while  others  receive  a plea- 
fure:  they  refemble  the  fecond-fighted  people  in  Scot- 
land, who  are  fabled  to  fee  more  than  other  perfons  ; 
but  all  the  benefit  they  reap  from  this  privilege,  is  to 
difcover  obje&s  of  horror,  ghofts,  and  apparitions. 

But  it  is  time  to  end,  though  I have  too  much  rea- 
fon  to  enlarge  the  argument  for  candour  in  criticifin, 
through  a confcioufnefs  of  my  own  deficiency  : I have 
in  reality  been  pleading  my  own  caufe,  that  if  I appear 
too  guilty  to  obtain  a pardon,  I may  find  fo  much 
mercy  from  my  judges,  as  to  be  condemned  to  fiiffer 
without  inhumanity  : But  whatever  be  the  fate  of  thefe 
works,  they  have  proved  of  life  to  me,  and  been  an 
agreeable  amuiement  in  a conftant  folitude.  Provi- 
dence has  been  pleafed  to  lead  me  out  of  the  great  roads 
of  life,  in  a private  path  : where,  though  we  have  lei- 
fure  to  choole  the  fmoothefl  way,  yet  we  are  all  fure 
to  meet  many  obftacles  in  the  journey  : I have  found 
poetry  an  innocent  companion,  and  fupport  from  the 
fatigues  of  it  5 how  long,  or  howffiort,  the  future  fta- 
ges  of  it  are  to  be,  as  it  is  uncertain,  fo  it  is  a folly  to 
be  over-folicitous  about  it ; he  that  lives  the  lorigeft, 
has  but  the  fmall  privilege  of  creeping  more  leifurely 
than  others  to  his  grave  ; what  we  call  living,  is  in  re- 
ality but  a longer  time  of  dying : and  if  thefe  verfes 
prove  as  fhort-lived  as  their  author,  it  is  a lofs  not 
worth  regretting  5 they  only  die,  as  they  were  bom* 
in  obfcurity. 
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A POEM 

ON  THE  SEAT  OF  WAR  IN  FLANDERS* 

CHIEFLY  WITH  RELATION  TO  THE  SIEGES  : 

WITH  THE  PRAISE  OF  PEACE  AND  RETIREMENT* 
WRITTEN  IN  1710. 

Humbly  infcnbed  to  John  Holt , EJq.  of  Redgrave-Hall  in  Suffolk „ 

SecefTus  mei  non  deficitas  nomen,  fed  tranquillitatis  accipiant.  PLIN. 

HAPPY,  thou  Flandria!  on  whole  fertile  plains 
In  wanton  pride  luxurious  Plenty  reigns  j 
Happy  had  Heav’n  bellow’d  one  bleffing  more, 

And  plac’d  thee  diftant  from  the  Gallic  power  : 

But  now  in  vain  thy  lawns  attraft  the  view,  5 

They  but  invite  the  vi6for  to  fubdue  : 

War,  horrid  War  ! the  fylvan  fcene  invades, 

And  angry  trumpets  pierce  the  woodland  lhades. 

Here  lhatter’d  tow’rs,  proud  works  of  many  an  age, 
Lie  dreadful  monuments  of  human  rage  5 1© 

There  palaces  and  hallow’d  domes  difplay 
Majeftic  ruins  awful  in  decay  ! 

The  very  dull,  tho’  undiftinguifh’d  trod, 

Compos’d  perhaps  fome  hero  great  and  good. 

Who  nobly  fbr  his  country  loft  his  blood.  15 

Ev’n  with  the  grave,  the  haughty  fpoilers  war, 

And  Death’s  dark  manlions  widedifclofe  to  air  5 
O’er  kings  and  faints  infulting  ftalk,  nor  dread 
To  fpurn  the  allies  of  the  glorious  dead. 

See  the  Britannic  Lions  wave  in  air  ! a© 

See  mighty  Marlb’rough  breathing  death  and  war  ! 
From  Albion’s  fhores  at  Anna’s  high  commands 
The  dauntlefs  hero  pours  his  martial  bands  3 
As  when  in  wrath  ftern  Mars  the  Thund’rer  fends 
To  fcourge  his  foes,  in  pomp  the  god  defcends,  25 
Pie  mounts  his  iron  car,  with  fury  burns. 

The  car  fierce-rattling  thunders  as  it  turns  5 
Gloomy  he  grafps  his  adamantine  fliield, 

Ad  fcatters  armies  o’er  th’  enfanguin’d  field  : 
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With  delegated  wrath  thus  Marlb’ rough  glows,  3© 

In  vengeance  rufhing  on  his  country’s  foes. 

See  round  the  hoifile  Low’rs  embattled  hands 
His  banner’d  hoft,  embody’d  bands  by  bands  ! 

Hark  ! the  fhrill  trumpet  fends  a mortal  found, 

And  prancing  horfes  fhake  the  folid  ground  5 35 

The  lurly  drums  beat  terrible  afar 
With  all  the  dreadful  mufic  of  the  war  : 

From  the  drawn  fwords  effulgent  flames  arife, 

Flaih  o’er  the  plains,  and  lighten  to  the  ikies  5 

The  heaven’s  above,  the  fields  and  iloods  beneath,  4© 

Glare  formidably  bright,  and  iliine  with  death  ; 

In  fiery  ftorms  defcends  a murd’rous  finow’r, 

Thick  flaih  the  lightnings,  fierce  the  thunders  roar  : 

As  when  in  wrathful  mood  Almighty  Jove 
Aims  his  dire  bolts  red -hiding  from  above,  45 

Thro’  the  fing’d  air  with  unrefiiled  fway 
The  forky  vengeance  rends  its  flaming  way, 

And  while  the  firmament  with  thunder  roars, 

From  their  foundations  hurls  imperial  tow’rs  5 
So  ruih  the  globes  with  many  a fiery  round , 50 

Tear  up  the  rock,  or  rend  the  ftedfaft  mound  5 
Death  fhakes  aloft  her  dart,  and  o’er  her  pfey 
Stalks  with  dire  joy,  and  marks  in  blood  her  way  5 
Mountains  of  heroes  flam  deform  the  ground, 

The  ihape  of  man  half  bury’d  in  the  wound.  5 5 

And  lo  ! while  in  the  fhock  of  war  they  clcfe, 

While  fwords  meet  fwords  and  foes  encounter  foes, 

The  treach’rous  earth  beneath  their  footfleps  cleaves, 
Her  entrails  tremble,  and  her  bofom  heaves  j 
Sudden  in  burfts  of  fire  eruptions  rife,  60 

And  whirl  the  torn  battalions  to  the  fkies.  [found, 
Thus  earthquakes,  rumbling  with  a thund’ring 
Shake  the  firm  world,  and  rend  the  cleaving  ground  ; 
Rocks,  hulls,  and  groves,  are  toil  into  the  fky, 

And  in  one  mighty  ruin  nations  die.  65 

See,  thro’  th’  incumber’d  air  the  pond’rous  bomb 
Rears  magazines  of  death  within  its  womb ! 

The  glowing  orb  difplavs  a blazing  train, 

And  darts  bright  horror  thro’  th’  ethereal  plain  ; 
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It  mounts  tempefluous,  and  with  hideous  found*  70 
Wheels  down  the  heavens,  and  thunders  o’er  the  ground ! 
Th’  imprifon’d  deaths  rufli  dreadful  in  a blaze. 

And  mow  a thoufand  lives  a thoufand  ways  5 
Earth  floats  with  blood,  while  fpreading  flames  arifef* 
From  palaces  and  domes,  and  kindle  half  the  fkies.  75 
Thus  terribly  in  air  the  comets  roll, 

And  flioot  malignant  gleams  from  pole  to  pole  : 

’Tween  worlds  and  worlds  they  move,  and  from  their 
Shake  the  blue  plague,  the  peftilence,  and  war.  [hair 

But  who  is  he  who  ftern  beftrides  the  plain,  80 
Who  drives  triumphant  o’er  huge  hills  of  (lain. 

Serene,  while  engines  from  the  hoftiie  tow’r 
Rain  from  their  brazen  mouths  an  iron  fhow’r, 

While  turbid  fiery  frnoke  obicures  the  day, 

Hews  thro’  the  deathful  breach  his  defp’rate  way  ? 

Sure  Jove  defending  joins  the  martial  toil  l 86 

Or  is  it  Marlb’rough  or  the  great  Argyle  ? 

Thus  when  the  Grecians,  furious  to  deftroy, 

Levell’d  the  flru6fufes  of  imperial  Troy, 

Here  angry  Neptune  J hurl’d  his  vengeful  mace,  90 
There  Jove  o’erturn’d  it  from  its  inmoft  bafe  5 
Tho’  brave,  yet  vanquifh’d,  flie  confel's’d  the  oflds; 

Her  Tons  were  heroes,  but  they  fought  with  gods. 

Ah  ! what  new  horrors  rife  ? in  deep  array 
The  Iquadrons  form  5 aloft  the  ftandards  play  5 95 

The  captains  draw  the  fword  5 on  ev’ry  brow 
Determin’d  Valour  lours  ; the  trumpets  blow. 

See  ! the  brave  Briton  delves  the  cavern’d  ground 
Thro’  the  hard  entrails  of  the  ftubborn  mound. 

And,  undifmay’d  by  death,  the  foe  invades  100 

Thro’  dreadful  horrors  of  infernal  fhades  ! 

In  vain  the  wall’s  broad  bafe  deep-rooted  lies  j 
In  vain  an  hundred  turrets  threat  the  fkies  ! 

VARIATIONS. 

* Ev’n  the. Item  fouls  of  heroes  feel  difmay. 

Proud  temples  nod,  afpiring  towers  give  way; 

Dreadful  it  mounts,  tempeft’ous  in  its  flight ; 

It  finks,  it  falls  ; earth  groans  beneath  its  weight ! 

Th’  imprifon’d  deaths  ruiho'utin  fmoke  and  fire  ; 

The  mighty  bleed  ; heaps  crufla’d  on  heaps  expire  & 

-f-  The  barriers  burft,  wide-fpreading  flames  arife* 
t Neptunus  muros,  magnoq;  emota  tridenti 
Fundamenta  quatit,  ScC^  Virg*  s&n* 
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Lo ! while  at  eafe  the  bands  immur’d  repofe, 

Nor  carelefs  dream  of  fubterranean  foes,  \ oj 

Like  the  Cadmaean  hoft,  embattled  fwarms 
Start  from  the  earth,  and  clafli  their  iounding  arms, 
And,  pouring  war  and  daughter  from  beneath, 

Wrap  tow’rs,  walls,  men,  indre,  in  blood,  in  death! 

So  fome  fam’d  torrent  dives  within  the  caves  1 3© 
Of  op’ning  earth,  ingulf’d  with  all  his  waves  : 

High  o'er  the  latent  dream  the  diepherd  feeds 
His  wand’ringdock,  and  tunes  the  fprightly  reeds, 
Till  from  feme  rifted  chafm  the  billows  rile, 

And  foaming  burft  tumultuous  tc  the  Ikies  5 1 1 5 

Then  roaring  dreadful  o’er  the  delug’d  plain, 

Sweep  herds  and  hinds  in  thunder  to  the  main. 

Bear  me,  ye  friendly  Pow’rs  ! to  gentler  feenes, 

To  fliady  bow’rs  and  never- fading- greens, 

Where  the  dirili  trumpet  never  founds  alarms,  iao 
Nor  martial  din  is  heard  nor  clafh  of  arms. 

Hail,  ye  foft  feats ! ye  limpid  fprings  and  floods ! 

Ye  fiow’ry  meads  ! ye  vales  ! and  mazy  woods  ! 

Ye  limpid  floods  ! that  ever  murm’ring  flow, 

Ye  verdant  meads ! where  flow’rs  eternal  blow,  125 
Y e fhady  vales  ! where  zephyrs  ever  play, 

Y e woods  ! where  little  warblers  tune  their  lay. 

Here  grant  me,  Heav’n  I to  end  my  peaceful  days, 
And  fteal  myfelf  from  life  by  flow  decays  $ 

Draw  health  from  food  the  temp’rate  garden  yields, 
From  fruit  or  herb,  the  bounty  of  the  fields  j 131 

Nor  let  the  loaded  table  groan  beneath 
Slain  animals,  the  horrid  feaft  of  death : 

With  age  unknown  to  pain  or  forrow  bleft, 

To  the  dark  grave  retiring  as  to  refi  5 135 

While  gencly  with  one  figh  this  mortal  frame 
Diflblving,  turns  to  afhes,  whence  it  came  $ 

While  my  freed  foul  departs  without  a groan, 

And  joyful  wings  her  flight  to  worlds  unknown.1 

Ye  gloomy  grots  ! ye  awful  iblemn  cells  1 14.0 

Where  holy  thoughtful  Contemplation  dwells  , 

Guard  me  from  fplendid  cares  and  tirefome  ftate. 

That  pompous  mifery  of  being  great ! 
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Happy  if  by  the  wile  and  leam’d  belov’d, 

.But  happieft  above  all  if  felf-approv’d  1 24  j 

Content  with  eafe,  ambitious  to  defpife 
Iiiluftrious  vanity  and  glorious  vice  ! 

Come  thou,  chafte  Maid  ! here  ever  let  me  ftray, 
While  the  calm  hours  Heal  unperceiv’d  away  * 

Here  court  the  Mules,  while  the  fun  on  high  150 
Flames  in  the  vault  of  heaven,  and  fires  the  Iky  ; 

Or  while  the  night’s  dark  wings  this  globe  furround. 
And  the  pale  moon  begins  her  lolemn  round, 

Bid  my  free  foul  to  Harry  orbs  repair, 

Thofe  radiant  worlds  that  float  in  ambient  air,  155 
And  with  a regular  confufion  ftray 
Oblique,  dire6t,  along  th’  aerial  way  ; 

Or  when  Aurora  ffom  her  golden  bow’rs 
Exhales  the  fragrance  of  the  balmy  fiow’rs. 

Reclin’d  in  filence  on  a mofly  bed  16® 

Confuk  the  learned  volumes  of  the  dead  5 
Fadl’n  realms  and  empires  in  defcription  view, 

Five  o’er  paft  times,  and  build  whole  worlds  anew  5 
Or  from  the  burfting  tombs  in  fancy  raife 
The  fons  of  Fame,  who  liv’d  in  ancient  days.  165 
And  lo ! with  haughty  ftalk  the  warrior  treads  ! 

Stern  legiflators  frowning  lift  their  heads  l 
I fee  proud  viftors  in  triumphal  cars, 

Chiefs,  kings,  and  heroes,  feam’d  with  glorious  fears  t 
Or  liften  till  the  raptur’d  foul  takes  wings,  17Q 

While  Plato  reafons,  or  while  Homer  fings. 

Charm  me,  ye  Sacred  Leaves  !*  with  loftier  themes* 
With  op’ning  heavens,  and  angels  rob’d  in  flames  ; 
Ye  reftlefs  pafiions  i while  I read  be  aw’d  : 

Hail,  ye  myfterious  oracles  of  God  l 375 

Here  I behold  how  infant  Time  began, 

How  the  drift  mov’d  and  quicken’d  into  man  5 
Mere  thro’  the  flow’ry  walks  of  Eden  rove> 

Court  the  foft  breeze,  or  range  the  fpicy  grove  5 379 

There  tread  on  hallow’d  ground  where  angels  trod, 
And  rev’ rend  patriarchs  talk’d  as  friends  with  God  | 

* The  Holy  Scriptures. 
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Or  hear  the  voice  to  flumb’ring  prophets  giv’n. 

Or  gaze  on  vifions  from  the  throne  of  heaven. 

But  nobler  yefc,  far  nobler  fcenes  advance  ! 

Why  leap  the  mountains  ? why  the  forefts  dance?  185 
Why  flafhes  glory  from  the  golden  fpheres  ? 

Rejoice,  O Earth  ! a God  ! a God  appears  ! 

A God  ! a God  ! defcending  angels  hug, 

And  mighty  feraphs  (hout,  Behold  your  King  ! 

Hail,  virgin-born  ! Lift,  lift  ye  blind  ! your  eyes  j 190 
Sing,  O ye  dumb  ! and,  O ye  dead  ! arife  5 
Tremble,  ye  gates  of  hell  ! in  nobleft  drains 
Tell  it  aloud,  ye  heav’ns  ! the  Saviour  reigns  ! 

Thus  lonely  thoughtful  may  I run  the  race 
Of  tranfient  life  in  no  unufeful  eafe  ! 195 

Enjoy  each  hour,  nor,  as  it  fleets  away, 

Think  life  too  fliort,  and  yet  too  long  the  day  5 
Of  right  obfervant,  while  the  foul  attends 
Each  duty,  and  makes  heaven  and  angels  friends. 

And  thou,  fair  Peace  ! from  the  wild  floods  of  war  200 
Come  dove-like,  and  thy  blooming  olive  bear. 

Tell  me,  ye  vigors  ! what  ftrange  charms  ye  find 
In  conquefi,  that  definition  of  mankind  ? 

Unenvy’d  may  your  laurels  ever  grow, 

That  never  flourifh  but  in  human  woe,  205, 

If  never  earth  the  wreath  triumphal  bears, 

Till  drench’d  in  heroes’  blood  or  orphan’s  tears  ! 

Let  Ganges  from  afar  to  daughter  train 
His  fable  warriors  on  th’  embattled  plain  ; 

Let  Volga’s  fons  in  iron  fquadrons  rife,  210 

And  pour  in  millions  from  her  frozen  flcies  ; 

Thou,  gentle  Thames  ! flow  thou  in  peaceful  ftreams  ; 
Bid  thy  bold  fons  refirain  their  martial  flam&s  : 

In  thy  own  laurels’  {hade,  great  Marlb’rough  1 flay, 
There  charm  the  thoughts  of  conquer’d  worlds  away. 
Guardian  of  England  ! born  to  l'courge  her  foes,  216 
Speak,  and  thy  word  gives  half  the  world  repofe. 

Sink  down  ye  hills  1 eternal  rocks  fublide  ! 

Vanifh,  ye  forts  ! thou,  Ocean  ! drain  thy  tide  j 
We  fafety  boaft,  defended  by  thy  fame,  5^20 

And  armies—- in  the  terror  of  thy  name  ! 
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Now  fix  o’er  Anna’s  throne  thy  vibfor  blade  ; 

War,  be  thou  chain’d  ! ye  ftreams  of  blood,  be  Hay’d  1 
Tho’  wild  Ambition  her  juft  vengeance  feels, 

She  wars  to  fave,  and  where  fhe  ftrikes  fhe  heals.  225 
So  Pallas  with  her  javelin  fmote  the  ground. 

And  peaceful  olives  flourifh  from  the  wound.  227 

A DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN  A LADY  AND  HER  LOOKING-GL ASS, 
While  jhe  had  the  Green-jicknefc. 

THE  gay  Ophelia  view’d  her  face 
In  the  clear  cryftal  of  her  glafs  5 
The  lighting  from  her  eye  was  fled. 

Her  cheek  was  pale,  the  rofes  dead. 

Then  thus  Ophelia  with  a frown- — 5 

se  Art  thqu,  falle  thing  ! perfidious  grown  ? 

(S  I never  could  have  thought,  I fwear, 

« To  find  fo  great  a flanderer  there. 

<c.  Falfe  thing  ! thy  malice  I defy  $ 
iC  Beaux  vow  I’m  fair — who  never  lie.  1© 

cc  More  brittle  far  than  brittle  thou 
<(  Would  ev’ry  grace  of  woman  grow 
ec  If  charms  fo  great  fo  foon  decay, 
i(  The  bright  pofleflionof  a day ! 
ce  But  this  1 know,  and  this  declare,  3 5 

cc  That  thou  art  falfe,  and  I am  fair.” 

The  Glafs  was  vex’d  to  be  bely’d. 

And  thus  with  angry  tone  reply ’d  : 

(e  No  more  to  me  of  falfehood  talk, 

<c  But  leave  your  oatmeal  and  your  chalk.  20 

<c  ’Tis  true  you’re  meagre,  pale,  and  wan  $ 

<c  The  realbn  is  you’re  lick  .for  man.”— 

While  yet  it  fpoke,  Ophelia  frown’d, 

And  dafii’d  th’  offender  to  the  ground  : 

With  fury  from  her  arm  it  fled,  25 

And  round  a glitt’ring  ruin  fpread  5 
When  lo  ! the  parts  pale  looks  difclofe  5 
Pale  looks  in  ev’ry  fragment  rofe  : 

Around  the  room  inftead  of  one 
An  hundred  pale  Ophelias  fhone* 
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Away  the  frighted  virgin  flew. 

And  humbled,  from  herfelf  withdrew. 


Ye  beaux  ! who  tempt  the  fair  and  young 
Witkfnuff  and  nonfenfe,  dance  and  fong  5 
Y e men  of  compliment  and  lace ! 

Behold  this  image  in  the  glafs  $ 

The  wondrous  force  of  flatt’ry  prove 
To  cheat  fond  virgins  into  love  : 

Tho’  pale  the  cheek,  yet  fwear  it  glows 
With  the  vermilion  of  the  rofe  : 

Praife  them — for  praife  is  always  true, 
Tho’  with  both  eyes  the  cheat  they  view. 
From  hateful  truths  the  virgin  flies, 

But  the  falfe  fex  is  c'aught  with  lies. 


POVERTY  AND  POETRY. 
WAS  fung  of  old  how  one  Amphion 


Could  by  his  verfes  tame  a lion. 
And  by  his  ftrange  enchanting  tunes 
Make  beat's  or  wolves  dance  rigadoons. 
His  fongs  could  call  the  timber  down. 
And  form  it  into  houle  or  town  * 

But  it  is  plain  that  in  thefe  times 
No  houle  is  rais’d  by  poet’s  rhymes  $ 
They  for  themfelves  can  only  rear 
A few  wild  caftles  in  the  air  : 

Poor  are  the  brethren  of  the  bays, 

Down  from  high  ftrains  to  ekes  and  ayes. 
The  Mufes  too  are  virgins  yet. 

And  may  be — till  they  portions  get. 

Yet  Hill  the  doating  rhymer  dreams. 
And  fmgs  of  Helicon’s  bright  ftreams  5 
But  Helicon,  for  all  his  clatter. 

Yields  only  uninfpiring  water. 

Yet  ev’nathiril  he  lweetly  fmgs 
Of  ne6tar  and  Elyflan  fprings. 

What  dire  malignant  planet  flieds. 

Ye  bards ! liis  influence  on  your  heads  ? 
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Lawyers,  by  endlefs  controverfies, 

Confiime  unthinking  clients’  purfes  : 

As  Pharaoh’s  kine,  which  ftrange  and  odd  is, 
Devour’d  the  plump  and  well-fed  bodies. 

The  grave  phyfician,  who  by  phyfic. 

Like  Death,  difpatches  him  that  is  fick, 
Purfues  a lure  and  thriving  trade  ; 

Tho’  patients  die  the  dodlor’s  paid : 

Licens’d  to  kill,  he  gains  a palace, 

For  what  another  mounts  the  gallows. 

In  fhady  groves  the  Mufes  flray. 

And  love  in  flow’ry  meads  to  play  ; 

An  idle  crew  ! whofe  only  trade  is 
To  fhine  in  trifles,  like  our  ladies  5 
In  drefling,  dancing,  toying,  finging, 

While  wiier  Pallas  thrives  by  fpinning  5 
Thus  they  gain  nothing  to  bequeath 
Their  vot’ries,  but  a laurel  wreath. 

But  Love  rewards  the  bard  : the  fair 
Attend  his  long  and  eafe  his  care. 

Alas  ! fond  youth  ! your  plea  you  urge  ill 
Without  a jointure,  tho’  a Virgil. 

Could  you  like  Phoebus  ling,  in  vain 
Y ou  nobly  fwell  the  lofty  ftrain  : 

Coy  Daphne  flies  ; and  you  will  find  as 
Hard  hearts  as  her’s  in  your  Belinda’s. 

But  then  fome  fay  you  purchafe  fame. 

And  gain  that  envy’d  prize,  a name  ; 

Great  recompenfe  ! like  his  who  fells 
A diamond  for  beads  and  bells. 

Will  fame  be  thought  lufficient  bail 
To  keep  the  poet  from  the  jail  ? 

Thus  the  brave  foldier  in  the  wars 
Gets  empty  praife  and  aking  fears  $ 

Is  paid  with  fame  and  wooden  legs, 

And,  ftarv’d,  the  glorious  vagrant  begs. 
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THE  COMPLAINT. 

CiELlA  TO  DAMONt 

I WHO  was  once  the  glory  of  the  plain. 

The  faireft  virgin  of  the  virgin  train, 

Am  now  (by  thee,  O faithlefs  man  ! betray’d) 

A fali’n,  a loft,  a miferable  maid  ! 

Ye  winds  ! that  witnefs  to  my  deep  defpair,  5 

Receive  my  fighs,  and  waft  them  thro’  the  air, 

And  gently  breathe  them  to  my  Damon’s  ear  1 
Curs’d,  ever  curs’d,  be  that  unlucky  day 
When  trembling,  ftghing,  at  my  feet  he  lay  l 
I trembled,  ligh’d,  and  look’d  my  heart  away.  10 
Why  was  he  form’d  ye  Pow’rs  ! his  fex’s  pride, 

Too  falle  to  love,  too  fair  to  be  deny’d  ? 

Ye  heedlefs  virgins  ! gaze  not  on  his  eyes  ; 

Lovely  they  are,  but  fhe  that  gazes  dies ! 

O fly  his  voice,  be  deaf  to  all  he  fays  ! 15 

Charms  has  his  voice,  but  charming  it  betrays  ! 

At  ev’ry  word,  each  motion  of  his  eye, 

A thousand  loves  are  born,  a thouland  lovers  die. 

•Say,  gentle  youths  ! ye  blels’d  Arcadian  fwains. 
Inhabitants  of  thefe  delightful  plains,  20 

Say  by  what  fountain,  in  what  roly  bow’r, 

Reclines  my  charmer  in  the  noontide  hour  ? 

To  you,  dear  fugitive  ! where’er  you  ftray, 

Wild  with  defpair,  impatient  of  delay, 

Swift  on  the  wings  of  eager  love  I fly,  25 

Or  fend  my  foul  ftill  fwifter  in  a ligh  1 

I’d  then  inform  you  of  yonr  Caelia’s  cares. 

And  try  the  eloquence  of  female  tears  : 

Fearleis  I’d  pals  where  Deiblation  reigns. 

Tread  the  wild  wafte,  or  burning  Lybian  plains  5 30 

Or  where  the  North  his  furious  pinions  tries, 

And  howling  hurricanes  embroil  the  fkies  1 
Should  all  the  monfters  in  Getulia  bred 
Oppofe  the  paffage  of  a tender  maid, 

Pauntlefs,  if  Damon  calls,  his  Cadia  fpeeds  35 

Thro’  all  the  monfters  that  Getulia  breeds  1 
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Bold  was  Bonduca,  and  her  arrows  flew 
Swift  and  unerring  from  the  twanging  yew : 

By  love  infpir’d,  I’ll  teach  the  fhaft  to  fly  ; 

For  thee  I’d  conquer,  or  at  leaft  would  die  ! 40 

If  o’er  the  dreary  Caucafus  you  go, 

Or  mountains  crown’d  with  everlafting  Alow, 

Where  thro’  the  freezing  Ikies  in  ftorms  it  pours, 

And  brightens  the  dull  air  with  Alining  fliow’rs  j 
Ev’n  there  with  you  I could  fecurely  reft,  45 

And  dare  all  cold  but  in  my  Damon’s  breaft. 

Or  ftiould  you  dwell  beneath  the  fultry  ray 
Where  rifing  Phoebus  uftiers  in  the  day, 

There,  there  I dwell ! Thou,  Sun  ! exert  thy  Ares  $ 
Love,  mighty  Love  ! a fiercer  flame  infpires.  50 

Or  if,  a pilgrim,  you  would  pay  your  vows 
Where  Jordan’s  ftream  in  foft  meanders  flows, 

I’ll  be  a pilgrim,  and  my  vows  I’ll  pay 
Where  Jordan’s  ftream  s in  foft  meanders  play. 

Joy  of  my  foul ! my  ev’ry  wifh  in  one  ! 55 

Why  mu  ft  I love,  when  loving  I’m  undone  ? 

Sweet  are  the  whiipers  of  the  waving  trees 
And  murm’ring  waters,  curling  to  the  breeze  5 
Sweet  are  foft  {lumbers  in  the  fhady  bow’rs, 

When  glowing  funs  infeft  the  fultry  hours  : 60 

But  not  the  whifpers  of  the  waving  trees, 

Nor  murm’ring  waters,  curling  to  the  breeze  ; 

Not  fweet  foft  {lumbers  in  the  fhady  bow’rs, 

When  thou  art  abfent,  whom  my  foul  adores  ! 

Come,  let  us  feek  fome  flow’ry  fragrant  bed  , 65 

Come,  on  thy  bofom  reft  my  love-fick  head  ; 

Come,  drive  thy  flocks  beneath  the  ftiady  hills. 

Or  foftly  {lumber  by  the  murm’ring  rills. 

Ah  ! no  ; he  flies  ; that  dear  enchanting  he 
Whole  beauty  fteals  my  very  felf  from  me  ! yo 

Yet  wert  thou  wont  the  garland  to  prepare 
To  crown  with  fragrant  wreaths  thy  Caelia’s  hair ; 
When  to  the  lyre  (he  tun’d  the  vocal  lays, 

Thy  tongue  would  flatter,  and  thine  eyes  fpeak  praife  5 
And  when  fmooth-gliding  in  the  dance  {he  mov’d,  75 
Aik  thy  falfe  bofom  if  it  never  lov’d  ? 
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And  ftiil  her  eye  fome  little  luftre  bears, 

If  fwains  1'peak  truth — tho’  dimm’d  for  thee  with  tears  ! 
But  fade  each  grace  lince  he  no  longer  fees 
Thofe  charms  for  whom  alone  I wifh  to  pleafe  ! 8 a 

But  whence  thefe  fudden  lad  prefaging  fears, 

Thefe  rifing  fighs,  and  whence  thefe  flowing  tears  ? 

Ah  ! left  the  trumpet’s  terrible  alarms 
Have  drawn  the  lover  from  his  Cselia’s  charms, 

To  try  the  doubtful  field,  and  fhine  in  azure  arms  ! 85 
Ah  ! canft  thou  bear  the  labours  of  the  war, 

Bend  the  tough  bow,  or  dart  the  pointed  fpear  ? 

Defift,  fond  youth  ! let  others  glory  gain, 

Seek  empty  honour  o’er  the  furgy  main, 

Or  fheath’d  in  horrid  arms  rulh  dreadful  to  the  plain. 
Thee,  fhepherd  ! thee  the  plealurable  woods,  91 

The  painted  meadows  and  the  cryftal  floods, 

Claim  and  invite  to  blefs  their  fweet  abodes  : 

There  fliady  bow’rs  and  fyivan  fcenes  arile. 

There  fountains  murmur,  and  the  fpring  fupplies  9 5 
Flow’rs  to  delight  the  fmell  or  charm  the  eyes. 

But  mourn,  ye  fyivan  fcenes  and  fhady  bow’rs  ! 

Weep  all  ye  fountain’s  ! Languilh  all  ye  flow’rs  ! 

If  in  a defert  Damon  but  appear, 

To  Caelia’s  eyes  a deiert  is  more  fair  100 

Than  all  your  charms,  when  Damon  is  not  there! 
Gods  ! what  loft  words,  what  fweet  delufive  wiles, 

He  boafts  ! and  oh  ! thofe  dear  undoing  finiles  ! 
Pleas’d  with  cur  ruin  to  his  arms  we  run  : 

To  be  undone  by  him,  who  would  not  be  undone  ? 105 
Alas  ! I rave.  Ye  fwelling  torrents  ! roll 
Your  wat’ry  tribute  o’er  my  love-fick  foul  : 

To  cool  my  heart  your  waves,  ye  oceans  ! bear  : 

Oh  ! vain  are  all  your  waves,  for  love  is  there  ! 

But  ah  ! what  fudden  thought  to  frenzy  moves  no 
My  tortur’d  foul  ? — Perhaps  my  Damon  loves  : 

Some  fatal  beauty,  yielding  all  her  charms, 

Detains  the  lovely  traitor  from  my  arms. 

Blaft  her,  ye  Ikies  ! let  inftant  vengeance  feize 
Thole  guilty  charms,  whole  crime  it  is  to  pleafe  ! 115^ 
1 * 
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Damon  is  mine  ! — Fond  maid  ! thy  fears  fubdue  ; 

Am  I not  jealous,  and  my  charmer  true  ? 

O Heaven  ! from  jealoufy  my  bofom  fave, 

Cruel  as  death,  infatiate  as  the  grave  ! 

Ye  Powers  ! of  all  the  ills  that  ever  curd  120 

Our  fex,  fure  man,  dilTembling  man  ! is  word. 

Like  froward  boys,  a while  in  wanton  play, 

He  fports  with  hearts,  then  throws  the  toys  away  : 
With  fpecious  wiles  weak  woman  he  afiails,  124 

He  fwears,  weeps,  imiles,  he  flatters,  and  prevails  5 
Then  in  a moment,  when  the  maid  believes, 

The  perjur'd  traitor  triumphs,  fcorns,  and  leaves. 
How  oft  my  Damon  fwore  th’  all -feeing  fun 
Should  change  his  ccurfe,  and  rivers  backward  run, 
Ere  his  fond  heart  fhould  range,  or  faithlefs  prove  130 
To  the  bright  object  of  his  dedfad  love  ! 

O ! indant  change  thy  courfe,  all-feeing  fun  ! 

Damon  is  falfe  $ ye  rivers  ! backward  run. 

But  die,  O wretched  Caelia  ! die.  In  vain 
Thus  to  the  fields  and  floods  you  breathe  your  pain. 
The  tear  is  fruidefs,  and  the  tender  figh,  136 

And  life  a load. — Forfaken  Cselia  ! die. 

Fly  fwifter,  time  ! O ipeed  the  joyful  hour  ! 

Receive  me,  grave  ! — -then  I fhall  love  no  more. 

Ah  ! wretched  maid  ! fo  fad  a cure  to  prove  j 140 
All ! wretched  maid  ! to  fly  to  death  from  love. 

Yet  oh  ! when  this  poor  frame  no  more  fhall  live^ 

Be  happy,  Damon  ! may  not  Damon  grieve? 

Ah  me ! I'm  vain  : my  death  cannot  appear 
Worth  the  vafi  price  of  but  a Angle  tear.  14  5 

Forlorn,  abandon’d,  to  the  rocks  I go, 

But  they  have  learn’d  new  cruelties  of  you  t 
Alone  relenting  Echo  with  me  mourns, 

And  faint  with  grief  die  fcarce  my  fighs  returns. 

Then  Sighs  adieu  ! ye  nobler  paflions  rife  l 150 

Be  wile,  fond  maid  !— but  who  in  love  is  wife  ? 

I rage,  I rail,  the  extreiiies  of  anger  prove  , 

Nay,  almoft  hate— then  love  thee  beyond  love  ! 

Pity,  kind  Heaven  ! and  right  an  injur’d  maid  ; 

Yet  oh  l yet  fpare  the  dear  deceiver’s  head  ! 
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If  from  the  fultry  funs  at  noontide  hours 
He  feeks  the  covert  of  the  breezy  bow’rs, 

Awake,  O South  ! and  where  my  charmer  lies, 

Bid  rofes  bloom,  and  beds  of  fragrance  rife  $ 

Gently,  O gently  ! round  in  whifpers  fly,  160 

Sigh  to  his  fighs,  and  fan  the  glowing  iky. 

If  o’er  the  waves  he  cuts  the  liquid  way, 

Be  ftiil,  ye  tvaves  ! or  round  his  veftel  play. 

And  you,  ye  winds  ! confine  each  ruder  breath, 

Lie  hu fil’d  in  filence,  and  be  calm  as  death  $ 165 

But  if  he  ft  ay  detain’d  by  adverfe  gales, 

My  fghs  fhall  drive  the  fhip,  and  fill  the  flagging  fails, 
ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MY  DEAR  FRIEND 

MR.  ELIJAH  FENTON,  1730. 

ct  Cal^ntem 

“ Dehita  fparges  lacryma  favillam 
“ Vatis  amici.”  KORc 

AS  when  the  King  of  Peace  and  Lord  of  Love 
. Sends  down  fome  brighter  angel  from  above, 
Pleas’d  with  the  beauties  of  the  heavenly  gueft, 

A while  we  view  him  in  full  glory  dreft  : 

But  he,  impatient  from,  his  heaven  to  ftay,  5 

Soon  difappears,  and  wings  his  airy  way : 

So  didft  thou  vanifn,  eager  to  appear 
And  fhine  triumphant  in  thy  native  fphere. 

Yet  hadft  thou  all  that  virtue  can  beftow. 

All  the  good  praftife,  and  the  learned  know,  10 

Such  holy  rapture  as  not  warms,  but  fires, 

While  the  foul  feems  retiring,  or  retires  : 

Such  tranfports  as  tliofe  faints  in  vifion  fliare. 

Who  know  not  whether  they  are  rapt  thro’  air, 

Or  bring  down  Heaven  to  meet  them  in  a pray’r.  1 5 
O early  loft  ! yet  ftedfaft  to  Purvey 
Envy,  difeafe,  and  death,  without  difmay  ; 

Serene,  the  fting  of  pain  * thy  thoughts  beguile. 

And  make  affiiffions,  obje£! s of  a fmile  : 

So  the  fam’d  patriarch  on  his  couch  of  ftone  20 

Enjoy’d  bright  vifions  from  the  eternal  throne,  [pleafe. 
Thus  wean’d  from  earth,  where  pleafure  fcarce  can 
Tky  woes  but  haften’d  thee  t©  heaven  and  peace  \ 
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As  angry  winds,  when  loud  the  temped  roars. 

More  fwiftly  fpeed  the  veflel  to  the  /holes.  25 

O may  thefe  lays  a lading  ludre  died 
O’er  thy  dark  urn,  like  lamps  that  grace  the  dead  ! 
Strong  were  thy  thoughts,  yet  reafon  bore  the  fway  5 
Humble,  yet  learn’ d ; tho’  innocent,  yet  gay  ; 

So  pure  of  heart,  that  thou  might ’d  faffcly  fhow  30 
Thy  inmod  bofom  to  thy  baled  foe  ; 

Carelefs  of  wealth,  thy  bill's  a calm  retreat, 

Far  from  the  inliilts  of  the  fcornful  great  $ 

Thence  looking  with  difdain  on  prouded  things. 

Thou  deemed’d  mean  the  pageantry  of  kings,  35 
Who  build  their  pride  on  trappings  of  a throne, 

A painted  ribband  or  a glitt’ring  done, 

Ufeleflly  bright!  ’Twas  thine  the  loul  to  ralfe 
To  nobler  objebfs,  fuch  as  angels  praife  5 
To  live  to  mortals’  empty  fame  a foe,  40 

And  pity  human  joy  and  human  woe  ; 

To  view  ev’n  fplendid  vice  with  gen’rous  hate  j 
In  life  unblemidi’d,  and  in  death  fedate  5 
Then  confcience,  fhining  with  a lenient  ray, 

Dawn’d  o’er  thy  foul,  and  promis’d  endlefs  day.  45 
So  from  the  fetting  orb  of  Phoebus  fly 
Beams  of  calm  light,  and  glitter  to  the  Iky. 

Where  now,  O ! where  fliall  I true  ffiendfliip  find 
Among  the  treach’rous  race  ofbafe  mankind  ? 

Whom,  whom  confult  in  ail  th’  uncertain  ways  50 
Of  various  life,  fincere  to  blame  or  praile  ? 

O friend  ! O ! falling  in  thy  drength  of  years, 

W arm  from  the  melting  loul  receive  theie  tears  ! 

O woods  ! O wilds  ! O ev’ry  bow’ry  (hade  ! 

So  often  vocal  by  his  mufic  made,  55 

Now  other  founds — far  other  founds ! return, 

And  o’er  his  hearfe  with  ail  your  echoes  mourn  ! — - 
Yet  dare  we  grieve  that  foon  the  paths  he  trod 
To  heaven,  and  left  vain  man  for  faints  and  God  ? 

. Thus  in  the  theatre  the  fcenes  unfold  60 

A thoufand  wonders  glorious  to  behold. 

And  here  or  there  as  the  machine  extends 
A hero  rifes,  or  31  god  defcends  $ 
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But  Toon  the  momentary  pleafure  flies, 

Swift  vanifh.es, the  god,  or  hero  dies.  65 

Where  were  ye,  Mnfes  ! by  what  fountain  fide, 
What  river,  fporting  when  your  fav’rite  dy’d  ? 

He  knew  by  verfe  to  chain  the  headlong  hoods. 

Silence  loud  winds,  or  charm  attentive  woods  ; 

Nor  deign’d  but  to  high  themes*  to  tune  the  firing, 
To  fuch  as  Heaven  might  hear,  and  angels  fmg  : 71 

Unlike  thole  bards  who,  uninform’d  to  play, 

Grate  on  their  jarring  pipes  a flafliy  lay, 

Each  line  dilplay’d  united  ftrength  and  eafe, 

Form’d  like  his  manners  to  inftruft  and  pleafe.  75 
So  herbs  of  balmy  excellence  produce 
A blooming  fiow’r  and  falutary  juice  5 
And  while  each  plant  a bulling  grace  reveals, 

Ufefully  gay,  at  once  it  charms  and  heals. 

Tranfcendev’n  after  death,  ye  great  1 in  fliow,  8a 
Lend  pomp  to  allies,  and  be  vain  in  woe  : 

Hire  fubflitutes  to  mourn  with  formal  cries, 

And  bribe  unwilling  drops  from  venal  eyes  $ 

While  here  fmcerity  of  grief  appear®, 

Silence  that  fpeaks,  and  eloquence  in  tears  ; 85 

While,  tir’d  of  life,  we  but  confent  to  live 
To  fhow  the  world  how  really  we  grieve. 

As  fome  fond  fire  whofe  only  fon  lies  dead, 

All  loft  to  comfort  makes  the  dull  his  bed, 

Hangs  o’er  his  urn,  with  frantic  grief  deplores,  90 
And  bathes  his  clay- cold  cheek  with  copious  fhow’rs  j 
Such  heart-felt  pangs  on  thy  fad  bier  attend, 
Companion  ! brother  ! all  in  one — my  friend  l 
Unlefs  the  foul  a wound  eternal  bears, 

Sighs  are  but  air,  but  common  water  tears  : 95 

The  proud relentlefs  weep  in  ftate,  and  fliow 
Not  forrow,  but  magnificence  of  woe. 

Thus  in  the  fountain,  from  the  fculptor’s  hands, 
With  imitated  life,  an  image  ftands  5 
From  rocky  entrails  thro’  his  ftony  eyes  100 

The  mimic  tears  in  ftreams  inceffant  rife 

* Mr.  Fenton  intended  to  write  upon  moral  fubje&s. 
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Unconfeious,  while  aloft  the  waters  flow 
The  gazers’  wonder  and  a public  fiiow. 

Ye  hallow’d  Domes!  his  frequent  viilts  tell. 

Thou  court  where  God  himfelf  delights  to  dwell  3105 
Thou  Myftic  Table  and  thou  holy  Feaft ! 

How  often  have  ye  feen  the  facred  gueft  ? 

How  oft’  his  foul  with  heavenly  manna  fed, 

His  faith  enliven’d,  while  his  fin  lay  dead  ? 

While  lift’ning  angels  heard  fuch  raptures  rife  no 

As  when  they  hymn  th’  Almighty  charms  the  Ikies. 
But  where,  now  where,  without  the  body’s  aid, 

New  to  the  heav’ns,  fubfifis  thy  gentle  Ihad.e  ? 

Glides  it  beyond  our  grofs  imperfeff  iky, 

Pleas’d  high  o’er  liars  from  world  to  world  to  fly,  1 1 5 
And  fearlefs  marks  the  comet’s  dreadful  blaze 
While  monarchs  quake  and  trembling  nations  gaze  ? 
Or  holds  deep  converfe  with  the  mighty  dead, 
Champions  of  virtue,  who  for  virtue  bled  ? 

Or  joins  in  concert  with  angelic  choirs,  120 

Where  hymning  feraphs  found  their  golden  lyres. 
Where  raptur’d  faints  unfading  crowns  in  wreath, 
Triumphant  o’er  the  world,  o’er  fin  and  death  ? 

O may  the  thought  his  friend’s  devotion  raife  ! 

O may  he  imitate  as  well  as  praife  ! 125 

Awake,  my  heavy  foul ! and  upward  fly. 

Speak  to  the  faint,  and  meet  him  in  the  iky, 

Andaik  the  certain  way  to  rife  as  high.  12  8 

ON  THE 

BIRTHDAY  OF  A GENTLEMAN 

WHEN  THREE  YEARS  OLD. 

AWAKE,  fweet  Babe ! the  fun’s  emerging  ray 
That  gave  you,  birth  renews  the  happy  day  s 
-Calmly  ferene,  and  glorious  to  the  view, 

He  marches  forth,  and  drives  to  look  like  you. 

Fair  beauty’s  bud ! when  time  ihall  flretch  thy  fpan, 
Confirm  thy  charms,  and  ripen  thee  to" man,  6 
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What  plenteous  fruits  thy  bloffoms  final!  produce* 

And  yield  not  barren  ornament,  but  ufe ! 

E’en  now  thy  fpring  a rich  increafe  prepares 
To  crown  thv  riper  growth  and  manly  years.  10 

Thus  in  the  kernels  intricate  difguiie, 

In  miniature  a little  orchard  lies  ; 

The  fibrous  labyrinth  by  juft  degrees 

Stretch  their  fwol’n  cells,  replete  with  future  trees; 

By  time  evolv’d  the  Spreading  branches  rife,  j 5 

Yield  their  rich  fruits,  and  fhoot  into  the  fkies. 

O lovely  babe!  what  luftre  fhall  adorn 
Thy  noon  of  beauty  when  fo  bright  thy  morn  ? 

Shine  forth  advancing  with  a brighter  ray. 

And  may  no  vice  o’ercloud  thy  future  day  ! 20 

With  nobler  aims  inftru£l  thy  foul  to  glow 
Than  thole  gay  trifles,  titles,  wealth,  and  fliow. 

May  valour,  wildom,  learning  crown  thy  days  ! 

Thole  fools  admire — thefe  heav’n  and  angels  praife*. 

With  riches  bleft,  to  heav’n  thofe  riches  lend,  25 
The  poor  man’s  guardian,  and  the  good  man’s  friend  : 
Bid  virtuous  Sorrow  imile,  loom’d  Merit  cheer, 

And  o’er  Afflidfion  pour  the  gen’rous  tear. 

Some,  wildly  lib’ral,  fquandcr,  not  bellow, 

And  give  unprais’d,  becaufe  they  give  for  fhow.  30 
To  fanflify  thy  wealth,  on  worth  employ 
Thy  gold,  and  to  a bleffmg  turn  the  toy. 

Thus  off ’rings  from  th’  unjuft  pollute  the  fkies; 

The  good  turn  finoke  into  a facrifice. 

As  when  an  artift  plans  a fav’rite  draught,  3 5 

The  ftru6tures  rife  relponfive  to  the  thought, 

ADDITION. 

* To  brace  the  mind  to  dignity  of  thought. 

To  emulate  what  godlike  Tully  wrote. 

Be  this  thy  early  wilh  ! The  garden  breeds, 

Ifunimprov’  , atleaft  but  gaudy  weeds; 

And  ftubborn  youth,  by  culture  unfubdu’d. 

Lies  wildly  barren  or  Dut  gayly  rude: 

Yet  as  fome  Phidias  gives  the  marble  life, 

While  Art  with  Nature  holds  a dubious  ftrife. 

Adorns  a rock  with  graces  not  its  own. 

And  calls  a Venus  from  the  rugged  (tone; 

So  culture  aids  the  human  foul  to  rife, 

To  fcorn  the  fordid  earth,  and  mount  the  fkies. 

Till  by  degrees  the  noble  gueft  refines. 

Claims  her  high  birthright,  and  divinely  fhines. 
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A palace  grows  beneath  his  forming  hands, 

Or  worthy  of  a god  a temple  ffands  : 

Such  is  thy  rifling  frame,  by  lieav’n  defign’d 
A temple  worthy  of  a godlike  mind ; 4°' 

Nobly  adorn’d,  and  fin  idl’d  to  difplay 
A fuller  beam  of  heaven’s  ethereal  ray. 

May  all  thy  charms  increafe,  O lovely  boy ! 

Spare  them,  ye  Paips  ! and  age  alone  deftroy 

So  fair  thou  art,  that  if  great  Cupid  be  45 

A child,  the  god  might  boafl  to  look  like  thee ! 

When  young  lulus1  fbrpa  he  deign’d  to  wear, 

Such  wete  his  fmiles,  and  fuch  his  winning  air. 

E’en  Venus  might  miftake  thee  for  her  own, 

Did  not  thy  eyes  proclaim  thee  not  her  Ton  3 50 

Thence  all  the  lightning  of  thy  mother’s  flies, 

A Cupid  grac’d  with  Cytherea’s  eyes ! 

Yet  ah'!  how  fhort  a date  the  Pow’rs  decree 
To  that  bright  frame  of  beauties  and  to  thee  ! 

Pafs  a few  days,  and  all  thy  beauties  fly  ! 55 

Pals  a few  years,  and  thou,  alas!  fhaltdie? 

Then  all  thy  kindred,  -hll  thy  friends  fnail  fee, 

With  tears,  what  now  thou  art,  and  they  muff  be  5 
A pale,  cold,  lifelefs,  lump  of  earth  deplore  : 

Such  fhalt  thou  be,  and  kings  fh all  be  no  more  ! 60 

But  oh  ! when  ripe  for  death,  Fate  calls  thee  hence, 
Sure  lot  of  ev’ry  mortal  excellence  3 
When,  pregnant  as  the  womb,  the  teeming  earth 
Refigns  thee  quicken’d  to  thy  fecond  birth, 

Rife  cloath’d  with  beauties  that  fhall  never  die? 

A faint  on  earth,  an  angel  in  the  fky ! 66 
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ON  THE  BIRTHDAY  OF 

MR.  ROBERT  TREFUSIS, 

Being  three  Tears  old  March  22,  1 7 10-  II*. 

WHY,  lovely  babe!  does  flumber feal  your  eyes? 

See,  fair  Aurora  blulhes  in  the  fkies  : 

The  fun,  which  gave  you  birth,  in  bright  array 
Begins  his  courfe,  and  ufhers  in  the  day  : 

Calmly  lerene,  and  glorious  to  the  view,  5 

He  marches  forth,'  and  ftrives  to  look  like  you. 

Fair  Beauty’s  bud  ! when  time  fhall  ftretch  thy  fpan, 
Confirm  thy  charms,  and  ripen  thee  to  man, 

How  fhall  each  fwain,  each  beauteous  nymph,  complain ! 
For  love  each  nymph,  for  envy  ev’ry  fwain  ? 10 

What  matchlefs  charms  fhall  thy  full  noon  adorn 
When  lb  admir’d,  fo  glorious,  is  thy  morn ! 

So  glorious  is  thy  morn  of  life  be*gun, 

That  all  to  thee  with  admiration  run, 

Turn  Perfians,  and  adore  the  rifing  fun.  15 

So  fair  art  thou,  that  if  great  Cupid  be 
A child,  as  poets  fay,  fure  thou  art  he. 

Fair  Venus  would  miftake  thee  for  her  own, 

Did  not  thy  eyes  proclaim  thee  not  her  fon  5 

There  all  the  lightnings  of  thy  mother’s  fhine,  29 

Their  radiant  glory  and  their  fweetnefs  join 

To  fhew  their  fatal  pow’r  and  all  their  charms  in  thine. 

If  fond  Narciffus  in  the  cryftal  flood 

A form  like  thine,  O lovely  infant  ! view’d, 

Well  might  the  flame  the  pining  youth  deftroy  ; 
Excels  of  beauty  juftify’d  the  boy.  26 

* This  Poem  is  on  the  fame  fubjett  with  the  preceding,  but  differs  from 
it  materially.  It  is  apparently  the  original  one,  and  preferves  the  name  and 
date:  the  other  is  enlarged,  and  more  highly  polifhed.  We  print  it  from  the 
fourth  volume  of  NichoJ’s  Collection  of  Poems,  publifhed  in  1780, 
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ON  A FLOWER 
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WHICH  BELINDA  GAVE  ME  FROM  HER  BOSOM. 

O LOVELY  offspring  of  the  May  ! 

Whence  flow  thy  balmy  odours,  fay  ? 

Such  odours — not  the  orient  boafts, 

Tho’  Paradife  adorn’d  thecoafts. 

O ! fweeter  than  each  flower  that  blooms 
This  fragrance  from  thy  bofom  comes ! 

Thence,  thence,  fuch  fweets  are  fpread  abroad 
As  might  be  incenle  for  a god! 

When  Venus  flood  conceal’d  from  view, 

Her  Ion  the  latent*  goddefs  knew, 

Such  fweets  breath’d  round  ! and  thus  we  know 
Our  other  Venus  here  below. 

Rut  lee,  my  faired: ! fee  this  flow’r. 

This  Ihort-liv’d  beauty  of  an  hour !- — 

Such  are  thy  charms  ! — yet  zephyrs  bring 
The  flow’r  to  bloom  again  in  ipringj 
Rnt  beauty,  when  it  once  declines, 

No  more  to  warm  the  lover  fhines. 

Alas  ! inceffant  fpeeds  the  day 
When  thou  (hall  be  but  common  clay ! 

When  I who  now  adore  may  fee 
And  e’en  with  horror  ftart  from  thee  ! 

But  ere,  fweet  gift ! thy  grace  confumes, 
Show  thou  my  fair  one  how  fhe  blooms  $ 

Put  forth  thy  charms — and  then  declare 
Thyfelf  lefs  fweet,  thyfelflefs  fair  3 
Then  fudden,  by  a fwift  decay, 

Let  all  thy  beauties  fade  away. 

And  let  her  in  thy  glafs  defcry 
How  youth  and  how  frail  beauty  die. 

Ah!,  turn,  my  charmer  ! turn  thy  eyes  j 
See  how  at  once  it  fades,  it  dies  ! 

While  thine— it  gaily  pleas’d  the  view, 

Unfaded  as  before  it  grew, 

* Ambrofisque  comas  divinum  vertice  ©doerra 
£ pi  ray  ere,  Virg. 
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Now  from  thy  bofom  doom’d  to  ftray, 

’Tis  only  beauteous  in  decay. 

So  the  fweet  duelling  Indian  flow’rs, 

Griev’d  when  they  leave  thofe  happier  fhores, 
Sicken  and  die  away  in  ours  : 

So  flow’rs  in  Eden  fond  to  blow 
In  Paradife  would  only  grow. 

Nor  wonder,  faireft!  to  furvey 
The  flow’r  fo  fuddenly  decay. 

Too  cold  thy  bread; ; nor  can  it  grow* 
Between  inch  little  hills  of  fnow. 

I now,  vain  Infidel ! no  more 
Deride  th’  Egyptians,  who  adore 
Therifing  herb  and  blooming  flow’r: 

Now,  now,  their  convert  I will  be, 

O lovely  flow’r  ! to  worfhip  thee. 

But  if  thou’rt  one  of  their  fad  train 
Who  dy’d  for  love  and  cold  difdain, 

Who,  chang’d  by  fome  kind  pitying  pow’r, 
A lover  once  f , art  now  a flow’r: 

0 pity  me ! O weep  my  care  ! 

A thou  land  thoufand  pains  I bear; 

1 love,  I die,  thro’  deep  defpair ! 

ON  A MISCHIEVOUS  WOMAN 

FROM  peace  and  focial  joy  Medufa  flies. 
And  loves  to  hear  the  ftorm  of  anger  rife. 
Thus  hags  and  witches  hate  the  fmiles  of  day. 
Sport  in  loud  thunder,  and  in  tempefts  play. 

THE  ROSEBUD. 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HON.  LADY  JANE  WHARTON. 

QUEEN  of  Fragrance,  lovely  Rofe ! 

The  beauties  of  thy  leaves  difclofe  j 
The  winter’s  paft,  the  tempefts  fly. 

Soft  gales  breathe  gently  thro’  the  fky  j 

VARIATION. 

* how  could  it  grow? 

f See  Ovid’s  Metamorphofes. 
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The  lark,  fweet  warbling  on  the  wing, 
Salutes  the  gay  return  of  fpring ; 

The  filver  dews,  the  vernal  fhow’rs. 

Call  forth  a bloomy  wafte  of  flow’rs  ; 

The  joyous  fields,  the  fhady  woods. 

Are  cloath’d  with  green,  or  fwell  with  buds; 
Then  hafte  thy  beauties  to  difclofe, 

Oueen  of  Fragrance,  lovely  Rofe ! 

Thou,  beauteous  fow’r ! a welcome  gueft, 
Shalt  flourifti  on  the  fair  one’s  breaft, 

Shalt  grace  her  hand  or  deck  her  hair, 

The  flow’r  moft  fweet ! the  nymph  moll  fair  l 
Breathe  foft,  ye  winds  ! be  calm,  ye  ikies  1 
Arife,  ye  flow’ry  race  ! arife, 

And  hafte  thy  beauties  to  difclofe. 

Queen  of  Fragrance,  lovely  Rofe ! 

But  thou,  fair  nymph!  thyfelf  furvey 
In  this  fweet  offspring  of  a day. 

That  miracle  of  face  mu  ft  fail ; 

Thy  charms  are  fweet,  but  charms  are  frail : 
Swift  as  the  ihort-liv’d  flow’r  they  fly  ^ 

At  morn  they  bloom,  at  ev’ning  die. 

Tho’  ficknefs  yet  a while  forbears, 

Yet  time  deftroys  what  ficknefs  fpares. 

Now  Helen  lives  alone  in  fame. 

And  Cleopatra’s  but  a name. 

Time  muft  indent  that  heav’nly  brow. 

And  thou  muft  be  what  they  are  now. 

This  moral  to  the  fair  difclofe. 

Queen  of  Fragrance,  lovely  Rofe  ! 

THE  COQUETTE. 

SILL  I A with  uncontefted  fway 
Like  Rome’s  lam’d  tyrant  reigns. 

Beholds  adoring  crowds  obey, 

And  heroes  proud  to  wear  her  chains, 

Yet  ftoops,  like  him,  to  ev’ry  prize, 

Bufy  to  murder  beaux  and  flies. 


4 -a  MISCELLANIES. 

She  aims  at  ev’r)  trifling  heart, 

Attends  each  flatterer’s  vows, 

And,  like  a pi&ure  drawn  with  art, 

A look  on  all  that  gaze  beftows. 

O ! may  the  power  who  lovers  rules 
Grant  rather  Tcorn  than  hope  with  fools  ! 

Miftaken  nymph  ! the  crowds  that  gaze 
Adore  thee  into  lhame  ; 

Unguarded  beauty  is  difgrace, 

And  coxcombs  when  they  praife  defame. 

O ! fly  fuch  brutes  in  human  fhapes, 

Nor  like  th’  Egyptians  worfnip  apes  1 

COURAGE  IN  LOVE. 

MY  eyes  with  floods  of  tears  o’erflow, 

My  bofom  heaves  with  conftant  woe  j 
Thofe  eyes  which  thy  unkindnefs  fwells. 

That  bofom  where  thy  image  dwells ! 

How  could  I hope  lb  weak  a flame 
Could  ever  warm  that  matchlefs  dame. 

When  none  Elyfium  muft  behold 
Without  a radiant  bough  of  gold  ? 

’Tis  her’s  in  fpheres  to  fliine  ; 

At  diftance  to  admire  is  mine  ; 

Doom’d  like  th’  enamour’d  youth  * to  groan 
Fora  new  goddefs  form’d  of  ftone. 

While  thus  I fpoke,  Love’s  gentle  pow’r 
Defcended  from  th’  ethereal  bow’r  $ 

A quiver  at  his  fhoulder  hung, 

A lhaft  he  grafp’d,  and  bow  unflrung : 

All  Nature  own’d  the  genial  god,  v 

And  the  fpring  flourifh’d  where  he  trod : 

My  heart,  no  ftranger  to  the  gueft, 

Flutter’d  and  labour’d  in  my  breaft  ; 

When  with  a fmile  that  kindles  joy 
E’en  in  the  gods,  began  the  boy : 

“ How  vain  thefe  tears ! is  man  decreed 
c:  By  being  abje&to  lucceed? 

* loJydcrus,  who  pined  to  death  for  the  love  of  a beautiful  ftatue, 
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££  Hop’fl:  thou  by  meagre  looks  to  move  ? 
es  Are  women  frighten’d  into  love  ? 
ee  He  moft  prevails  who  nobly  dares  5 
64  In  love  an  hero  as  in  wars : 

<c  E’en  Venus  may  be  known  to  yield, 

(e  But  ’tis  when  Mars  difputes  the  field. 

Sent  from  a daring  hand  my  dart, 

<c  Strikes  deep  into  the  fair  one’s  heart. 
cc  To  winds  and  waves  thy  cares  bequeath  5 
6(  A figh  is  but  a wafte  of  breath. 

<e  What  tho’  gay  youth  and  ev’ry  grace 
(C  That  beauty  boafts  adorn  her  face  ? 
ic  Yet  goddefles  have  deign’d  to  wed, 
cc  And  take  a mortal  to  their  bed  ; 

C(  And  heaven,  when  gifts  of  incenfe  rife. 
Accepts  it,  tho’  it  cloud  their  Ikies. 

<e  Mark  how  this  marygold  conceals 
6e  Her  beauty,  and  her  bofom  viels ; 

“ How  from  the  dull  embrace  /he  flies 
<c  Of  Phoebus,  when  his  beams  arife, 

(e  But  when  his  glory  he  difplays, 

**  And  darts  around  his  fiercer  rays. 

Her  charms  flie  opens,  and  receives 
“ The  vig’rous  god  into  her  leaves.” 

THE  PARTING, 

A SONG, 

Set  by  Dr.  Tudway,  ProfeJJ'or  of  Mufic  in  Cambridge. 

WHEN  from  the  plains  Belinda  fled. 

The  fad  Amintor  figh’d. 

And  thus,  while  ftreams  of  tears  he  flied. 

The  mournful  fliepherd  cry’d ; 

t(  Move  flow,  ye  Hours!  thou,  Time!  delay  5 
a Prolong  the  bright  Belinda’s  flay : 

But  you,  like  her,  my  pray’r  deny, 
tc  And  cruelly  away  ye  fly. 

iC  Yet,  tho’  /he  flies,  (he  leaves  behind 
u Her  lovely  image  in  my  mind  j 


44  MISCELLANIES. 

Cf  O fair  Belinda  1 with  me  flay, 

“ Or  take  thy  image  too  away.  i % 

“ See  how  the  fields  are  gay  around, 

(c  How  painted  flow’rs  adorn  the  ground ! 

“ As  if  the  fields,  as  well  as  I, 

ic  Were  proud  to  pleafemy  fair  one’s  eye.  16 

cc  But  now,  ye  fields ! no  more  be  gay  ; 

<c  No  more,  ye  flowers  ! your  charms  difplay  $ 

“ ’Tis  defert  all  now  you  are  fled, 

ee  And  Paradife  is  where  you  tread.”  2© 

Unmov’d  the  virgin  flies  his  cares 
T o fhine  at  court  and  play ; 

To  lonely  {hades  the  youth  repairs. 

To  weep  his  life  away.  24 

TO  THOMAS  MARMOT,  ESQ. 

1 prefix  your  name  to  the  following  poem  as  a monument  of  the  long 
end ' fincere  friendfhip  I have  borne  you . I am  fenfible  you  are  too  good 
a judge  of  poetry  to  approve  it  5 however , it  will  be  a tefiimony  of 
my  refpetd.  You  conferred  obligations  upon  me  very  early  in  life , almofi 
as  foon  as  I was  capable  of  receiving  them . May  theje  Verges  on 
Death  long  furvive  my  own , and  remain  a memorial  of  our  friendfhip 
and  my  gratitude  when  I am  no  more . 

WILLIAM  BROOME 


A POEM  ON  DEATH. 

T/V  o'u^sv  ci  ro  fjosv  l<>i 

To  koctOocveTv  (Ie  EuRIP. 

OFOR  Elijah’s  car,  to  wing  my  way 

O’er  the  dark  gulfiof  Death,  to  endlefs  day! 

A thoufand  ways,  alas  ! frail  mortals  lead 
To  her  dire  den,  and  dreadful  all  to  tread! 

See ! in  the  horrors  of  yon  houfe  of  woes,  5 

Troops  of  all  maladies  the  fiend  enclofe  ! 

High  on  a trophy  rais’d  of  human  bones, 

Swords,  fpears,  and  arrows,  and  fepulchral  ftones, 

In  horrid  ftate  flie  reigns ! attendant  ills 

Befiege  her  throne,  and  when  Ihe  frowns  ihe  kills.  10 
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Thro’  the  thick  gloom  the  torch  red-gleaming  burns, 
O'er  flirouds,  and  fable  palls,  and  mould ’ring  urns ; 
While  flowing  holes,  black  plumes,  and  fcutcheons* 
An  idle  pomp  around  the  filent  dead.  [fpread 

Unaw'd  by  pow’r,  in  common  heaps  flie  'flings  1 5 
The  fcrips  of  beggars  and  the  crowns  of  kings. 

Here  gales  of  fighs,  inftead  of  breezes,  blow. 

And  ftreams  of  tears  for  ever  murm’ringflow  : 

The  mournful  yew  with  folemn  horror  waves. 

His  baleful  branches  fadd’ning  e'en  the  graves : a© 

Around  all  birds  obfcene,  loud  fcreaming  fly, 

Clang  their  black  wings,  and  fliriek  along  the  Iky : 
The  ground  perverfe,  tho’  bare  and  barren  breeds 
All  poifons  foes  to  life,  and  noxious  weeds  5 
Butblafted  frequent  by  th’  unwholefome  Iky,  25 
Dead  fall  the  birds,  the  very  poiions  die! 

Full  in  the  entrance  of  the  dreadful  doors, 

Old  Age  half  vanilh'd  to  a ghofi,  deplores  ; 

Propp'd  on  his  crutch,  he  drags,  with  many  a groan. 
The  load  of  life,  yet  dreads  to  lay  it  down.  3© 

There,  downward  driving  an  unnumber’d  band, 
Intemp’rance  and  Difeafe  walk  hand  in  hand  $ 

Thefe  Torment,  whirling  with  remorfelefs  fway 
A fcourge  of  iron,  1 allies  on  the  way. 

There  frantic  Anger,  prone  to  wild  extremes,  35 
Grafps  an  enfanguin’d  fword,  and  heaven  blaiphemes  i 
There  heart-fick  Agony  diftorted  ftands, 

Writhes  his  convulfive  limbs  and  wrings  his  hands; 
There  Sorrow  droops  his  ever-peniive  head. 

And  Care  ftili  toffes  on  his  iron  bed.  4© 

Or  muling,  faftens  on  the  ground  his  eye, 

With  folded  arms,  with  ev’ry  breath  a figh  ; 

Hydrops  unweildy  wallows  in  the  flood, 

And  Murder  rages,  red  with  human  blood  : 

With  Fever,  Famine,  and  affliftive  Pain,  45 

Plague,  Peflilence,  and  War,  a dilmal  train  f 
Thefe  and  a thoufand  more  the  fiend  furround, 

Shrieks  pierce  the  air,  and  groans  to  groans  refound. 
O heav’ns  1 is  this  the  naflap-e  to  the  Ikies 
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Oh  for  Elijah’s  car,  to  wing  my  way  5 1 

O'er  the  dark  gulf  of  Death,  to  endlefs  day  ! 

Confounded  at  the  fight,  my  fpirits  fled. 

My  eyes  rain’d  tears,  my  very  heart  was  dead; 

I wail’d  the  lot  of  man,  that  all  would  fhun,  55 

And  all  mull  bear  that  breathe  beneath  the  fun. 

When  lo!  an  heavenly  form,  divinely  fair. 

Shoots  from  the  ftarry  vault  thro’  fields  of  air, 

And,  fwifterthan  on  wings  of  lightning  driv’n. 

At  once  feems  here  and  there,  in  earth  and  heaven!  60 
A dazzling  brightnefs,  in  refulgent  ftreams, 

Flows  from  his  locks  inwreath’d  with  funny  beams; 
His  rofeate  cheeks  the  bloom  of  heaven  difplay, 

And  from  his  eyes  dart  glories  more  than  day ; 

A robe  of  light  condens’d  around  him  Ihone,  6 5 

And  his  loins  glitter’d  with  a ftarry  zone ; 

And  while  the  iift’ning  winds  lay  hufti’d  to  hear, 

Thus  fpoke  the  vifion,  amiably  fevere ! 

“ Vain  man!  wouldft  thou  efcape  the  common  lot, 
u To  live,  to  fuffer,  die,  and  be  forgot  ? 70 

tc  Look  back  on  ancient  times,  primeval  years, 

“ All,  all  are  paft  ! a mighty  void  appears  ! 

“ Heroes  and  kings,  thole  gods  of  earth,  whofe  fame 
“ Aw’d  half  the  nations,  now  are  but  a name  ! 
f<  The  great  in  arts  or  arms,  the  wife,  the  juft,  75 
cc  Mix  with  the  meaneft  in  congenial  dufc » 

E’en  faints  and  prophets  the  lame  paths  have  trod, 

<£  Ambafladors  of.ljeav’n,  and  friends  of  God! 
tc  And  thou,  wouldft  thou  the  gen’ral  fentence  fly! 
cc  Mofes  is  dead  ! thy  Saviour  deign’d  to  die  ! 80 

cc  Mortal ! in  all  thy  a£ls  regard  thy  end  ; 
f(  Live  well  the  time  thou  liv’ft,  and  Death’s  thy  friend. 
i(  Then  curb  each  rebel  thought  againft  the  fky, 

<c  And  die  refign’d,  O man!  ordain’d  to  die.” 

He  added  not,  but  fpread  his  wings  in  flight,  8 5 
And  vanilh’d  inftantin  a blaze  of  light. 

Abafh’d,  afham’d,  I cry,  “ Eternal  Pow.’r  ! 

<£  I yield  ; I wait  refign’d  th’  appointed  hour.” 

Man,  foolifnman!  no  more  thy  foul  deceive; 

To  die  is  but  the  fureft  way  to  live. 
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When  age  we  afk,  we  afk  it  in  our  wrong, 

And  pray  our  time  of  fuff ’ring  may  be  long; 

The  naufeous  draught  and  dregs  of  life  to  drain. 

And  feel  infirmity  and  length  of  pain. 

What  art  thou,  Life ! that  we  fhould  court  thy  flay  ? 9 5 
A breath  one  fmgle  gafp  muft  puff  away  ! 

A fhort-liv’d  flow’r,  that  with  the  day  muft  fade  ! 

A fleeting  vapour,  and  an  empty  fhade  ! 

A ftream  that  filently  but  fwiftly  glides, 

To  meet  eternity’s  immeafur’d  tides!  100 

A being  loft  alike  by  pain  or  joy  ! 

A fly  can  kill  it,  or  a worm  deftroy  ! 

Impair’d  by  labour,  and  by  eafe  undone. 

Commenc’d  in  tears,  and  ended  in  a groan! 

E’en  while  I write,  the  tranfient  now  is  paft,  105 
And  death  more  near  this  fentence  than  the  laft  ! 

As  fome  weak  ifthmus  Teas  from  feas  divides, 

Beat  by  rude  waves  and  Tapp’d  by  rufhing  tides. 

Torn  from  its  bafe  no  more  their  fury  bears. 

At  once  they  clofe,  at  once  it  difappears  : no 

Such,  fuch  is  life  ! the  mark  of  mifery  plac’d 
Between  two  worlds,  the  future  and  the  paft : 

To  time,  to  ficknefs,  and  to  death  a prey. 

It  finks,  the  frail  poffeflion  of  a day ! 

As  fome  fond  boy,  in  fport,  along  the  fhore  1 1 5 
Builds  from  the  fands  a fabric  of  an  hour. 

Proud  of  his  fpacious  walls  and  ftately  rooms,'* 

He  ftyles  the  mimic  cells  imperial  domes, 

The  little  monarch  fweils  with  fancy’d  fvvay. 

Till  fome  wind  rifmg  puffs  the  dome  away ; 120 

So  the  poor  reptile,  man  ! an  heir  of  woe  ! 

The  lord  of  earth  and  ocean  ! fweils  in  fhow  ! 

He  plants,  he  builds  ; aloft  the  walls  arife; 

The  noble  plan  he  finifhes,  and — dies  : 

Swept  from  the  earth,  he  fhares  the  common  fate,  125 
His  foie  diftin£tion  now  to  rot  in  ftate  ! 

Thus  bufy  to  no  end,  till,  out  of  breath, 

Tir’d  we  lie  down,  and  clofe  up  all  in  death ! 

Then  blefs’d  the  man  whom  gracious  heaven  has  led 
Thro’  life’s  blind  mazes  to  th’  immortal  dead ! 1 
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Who  fafely  landed  on  the  blifsful  fhore, 

Nor  human  folly  feels,  nor  frailty  more! 

O Death  ! thou  cure  of  all  our  idle  ftrife, 

End  of  the  gay  or  ferious  farce  of  life  ! 

Whh  of  the  juft,  and  refuge  of  the  oppreft ! 135 

Where  poverty  and  where  e'en  kings  find  reft  ! 

Safe  from  the  frowns  of  pow’r,  calm  thoughtful  hate. 
And  the  rude  infults  of  the  fcornful  great. 

The  grave  is  facred  ! Wrath  and  Malice  dread 
To  violate  its  peace  and  wrong  the  dead.  140 

But,  Life!  thy  name  is  Woe  ! to  death  we  fly 

To  grow  immortal into  life  we  die ! 

Then  wifely  heaven  in  fdence  has  confin’d 
The  happier  dead,  left  none  fhould  ftay  behind. 

\Vhat  tho’  the  path  be  dark  thatmuft  be  trod,  145 
Tho’  man  be  blotted  from  the  works  of  God, 

Tho’  the  four  winds  his  fcatter’d  atoms  bear 
To  earth’s  extremes  thro’  all  th’  expanle  of  air? 

Yet  burfting  glorious  from  the  filent  clay, 

He  mounts  triumphant  to  eternal  day.  150 

So  when  the  fun  rolls  down  th’  ethereal  plain, 
Extin6f  his  fplendors  in  the  whelming  main, 

A tranfient  night,  earth,  air,  and  heav’n,  invades, 
Eclips  d in  horrors  of  iurrounding  fhades, 

But  loon  emerging  with  a frefher  ray 

He  ftarts  exultant  and  renews  the  day.  156 

PROLOGUE, 

to  mr.  fenton’s  excellent  tracedy  mariamne. 

V 

WHEN  breathing  ftatues  mould ’ring  wafte  away. 
And  tombs,  unfaithful  to  their  truft,  decay, 
The  Mufe  rewards  the  fuff ’ring  good  with  fame. 

Or  wakes  the  profp’rous  villain  into  fhame  j 
To  the  ftern  tyrant  gives  fi£fitious  pow’r  5 

To  reign  the  reftlefs  monarch  of  an  hour.  , 
Obedient  to  her  call,  this  night  appears 
Great  Herod  rifing  from  a length  of  years  $ 

A name  enlarg’d  with  titles  not  his  own. 

Servile  to  mount,  andfavage  on  a throne;  10 
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Yet  oft  a throne  is  dire  Misfortune’s  feat, 

A pompous  wretchednefs  and  woe  in  Hate! 

But  fuch  the  curfe  that  from  ambition  fprings  i 
For  this  he  daughter’ d half  a race  of  kings  : . 

But  now  reviving  in  the  Britifh  fcene,  1 5 

He  looks  majeftic  with  a milder  mien  ; 

His  features  foften’d  with  the  deep  diftrefs 
Of  love,  made  greatly  wretched  by  excels; 

From  luft  of  pow’r  to  jealous  fury  toft, 

We  fee  the  tyrant  in  the  lover  loft.  %o 

O Love  ! thou  lource  of  mighty  joy  or  woe ! 

Thou  fofteft  friend,  or  man’s  moft  dang’rous  foe  ! 
'Fantaftic  pow’r!  what  rage  thy  darts  infpire* 

When  too  much  beauty  kindles  too  much  fire! 

Thofe  darts  to  jealous  rage  ftern  Herod  drove  ; 25 

Jt  was  a crime,  but  crime  of  too  much  love. 

Yet  if  condemn’d  he  falls — with  pitying  eyes 
Behold  his  injur’d  Mariamne  rife ! 

No  fancy’d  tale  : our  op’ning  Icenes  difclofe 
Hiftoric  truth,  and  fwell  with  real  woes.  30 

Awful  in  virtuous  grief  the  queen  appears. 

And  ftrong  the  eloquence  of  royal  tears  5 
By  woes  ennobled,  with  majeftic  pace 
She  meets  misfortune,  glorious  in  difgrace ! 

Small  is  the  praife  of  beauty  when  it  flies  35 

Fair  Honour’s  laws;  at  beft  but  lovely  vice. 

Charms  it  like  Venus  with  celeftial  air? 

E’en  Venus  is  but  fcandaloufly  fair  : 

But  when  ftri£t  honour  with  fair  features  joins, 

Like  heat  and  light  at  once  it  warms  and  fhines.  40 
Then  let  her  fate  your  kind  attention  raife, 

Whole  perfeCl  charms  were  but  her  fecond^  praife  f. 
Beauty  and  Virtue  your  protection  claim  : 

Give  tears  to  Beauty,  give  to  Virtue  fame.  44 

VARIATIONS. 

* What  pangs,  See. 

•{■Then  let  her  fate  your  juft  attention  raife, 

Whofe  perfect  graces  were  but  fecond  praife, 

E 
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THE 

CONCLUSION  OF  AN  EPILOGUE. 

To  Mr.  Southern’s  la  ft  Play, 

CALLED  MONEY  THE  MISTRESS. 

THERE  was  a time  when,  in  his  younger  years, 

Our  author’s  fcenes  commanded  fmiles  or  tears  5 
And  tho’  beneath  the  weight  of  days  he  bends, 

Yet  like  the  fun  he  fhines  as  he  defcends  : 4 

Then  with  applaule,  in  honour  to  his  age, 

Difmifs  your  vet’ran  foldier  of  the  ftage*  ; 

Crown  his  laft  exit  with  diftinguilh’d  praife. 

And  kindly  hide  his  baldnefs  with  the  baysf . 8 

variation. 

* From  the  ftage. 

f Alluding  to  a vote  of  the  Roman  senate,  by  which  they  decreed  Casfara 
cirown  of  laurel  to  cover  his  baldnefs. 
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EPISTOLA 

AD  AMICUM  RUSTICANTEM, 

Script  a Vere  ineunte  Cantab.  1709, 

XP  CQULD  abfenti  tibi  cura  Grantae  ? 
JL i Ecquld  antiqui  memor  es  fodalis  ! 
Chare  permultis,  mihi  praeter  omnes 
Chare,  Georgi. 

Cernis  ! ut  mulcet  levis  aura  campos ! 

Uut  rofa  dulci,  violifque  terram 
Flora  depingit,  Zephyrufque  bland  is 
Ventilat  alis  ! 

Tarde,  quid  celTas  ? Age  Rozinantis 
Terga  confcendans  eques*  ingementis, 
Tene  ruralis  Gaiataea  duris 
Detinet  Ulnis  ? 

Digne  fuccendi  meliore  flamma  !— > 

Sive  f Ciariflam,  Juvenumve  curam 
Philliden  mavis,  placeatve,  quondam 
Pulchra,  Lycoris* 

Tarde,  quid  ceffas  ? tibi  multa  virgo 
Splendidos  laedit  lacrymis  ocellos, 

Et  tibi  fruftra  ad  fpeculum  comarum 
Circinat  orbes  ! 

Te  frequens  votis  revocat  fophifies, 

Dum  Johannenfi  madidus  lyaeo, 

De  tubis  haunt,  revomitque  dulcem 
Undique  nubem. 

Quin  velis  fcribam  quid  habet  novorum 
Granta  ? Marlburus  fpoliis  onuftus, 
Gallicas  fudit  prope  J Scaldis  undam 
Strage  Phalangas, 

* Obefo  fuit  corpore. 

f Tres  elega  ntes  apud  Cantabrigiam  Puellsc* 

% Juxta  Aid  enardum, 

E z 
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O ! triumphalem  gladium  recondas  ! 

Ite  vos  laurus  fanie  rubentes  ! 

Sis  rnemor  pads,  viridique  cingas 
T empora  Myrto ! 

Hue  ades  divum  atque  hominum  voluptas 
Molle  fubridens,  Venus!  hue  forores 
Gratiae  ! longiim  vale  G Minerva! 

Afpera  Virgo ! 

fearbaro  tandem  fatiata,  ludo 
.^Egidem  ponas,  gladiumque  ; caftam 
Virgiriem  dims  gladius,.  feroxque 
Dedecit  A£gis. 

jlagitas  noftrae  quid  agunt  camoenae? 
Uror  infelix ! mihi  me  Belinda 
Surripit ! Collum  O ! iliveum,  O l Pueltae 
Suave  labellum ! 

Ah ! ut  obliquo  afpiciens  ocello 
ToiTuit  pe^lus  ? — neque  tu  furoris 
Iafcius  blandi ! tibi  feVit  imis 
Flamma  medullis  ! 

Tu  tamen  felix  ! cohibere  triftes 
Tu  potes  curas ! * Cerealis  hauftus 
Eft  tibi,  praefens  relevare  diro 
Pe£tora  lu6tu. 

Corticem  aftriftum  pice  cum  reducis, 
Audin,  ingenti  tonatut  boatu 
Fumidus  ! fummo  ruit  ut  lagenae 
Spumeus  ore ! 

Cernis  ! ut  vitro  nitet  invidendo 
Aureum  neftar ! comes  it  facetus 
Cui  jocus,  quocum  Venus  et  Cupido 
Spicula  tingunt. 

J am  memor  charge,  cyathurn  coronas, 
Virginis  plenum  video! — ah  ! caveto 

L«  Anglice,  bottled  ale. 
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Dextra  ne  quafTet  male,  dum  laborat 
Pondere  dulci ! 

53 

Euge !— ficcafti  bene,  fortiterque !— * 
Hinc  adeft  cure  medicinal  fuaves 
Hinc  tibi  fomni,  et  tibi  fuaviora 
Somnia  fomnis  l 

68 

Hos  bibens  fuccos,  nihil  invidebis 
Ttalis,  quamvis  cyathi  Falerno 
Duke  nigre leant,  neque  Gallicanae 
Laudibus  uvse ! 

7a 

Hie  Johannenfi  latitans  fuili 
Grunnio,  feribens  fitiente  labro, 
Aut  graves  hauflus,  inimica  Mufis 
Pocula,  duco. 

76 

TO  MRS.  ELIZ.  M- — T, 


ON  HER  PICTURE,  1716. 

O WONDROUS  Art ! that  grace  to  fhadows  gives  ! 

By  whofe  command  the  lovely  phantom  lives ! 
Smiles  with  her  fmiles ! the  mimic  eye  inftils 
A real  frame  ! the  fancy’d  lightning  kills ! 

Thus  mirrors  catch  the  love-infpiring  face,  5 

And  the  new  charmer  grace  returns  for  grace. 

Hence  (hall  thy  beauties,  when  no  more  appears 
Their  fair  poffeffor,  fhine  a thoufand  years  5 
By  age  uninjur’d,  future  times  adorn, 

And  warm  the  hearts  of  millions  yet  unborn,  10 
Who,  gazing  on  the  portrait  with  a figh, 

Shall  grieve  fuch  perfe£l  charms  could  ever  die. 

How  would  they  grieve  if  to  fuch  beauties  join’d 
The  paint  could  fhew  the  wonders  of  thy  mind ! 

O Virgin ! born  th’  admiring  world  to  grace,  2 5 
- Tranfmit  thy  excellence  to  latefl  days  5 
Yield  to  thy  lover’s  vows,  and  then  fhall  rife 
A race  of  beauties  conq’ring  with  thine  eyes, 

Who  reigning  in  thy  charms  from  death  fhall  lave 
That  lovely  form,  and  triumph  o’er  the  grave.  20 
Thus  when  thro’  age  the  rofe-tree’s  charms  decay, 
When  all  her  fading  beauties  die  away, 

E 3 
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A blooming  offspring  fills  the  parent’s  place 
With  equal  fragrance  and  with  equal  grace* 

But  ah ! how  fhort  a date  on  earth  is  giv’n  25 

To  the  moft  lovely  workmanfhip  of  heaven ! 

Too  foon  that  cheek  mull  ev’ry  charm  refign. 

And  thole  love -darting  eyes  forget  to  fhine  $ 

While  thoufands  weeping  round  with  fighs  furvey 
What  once  was  you-^-now  only  beauteous  clay  1 30 

E'en  from  the  canvafs  fhall  thy  image  fade, 

And  thou  reperifh  in  thy  perilh’d  fhade  ! 

Then  may  thisverle  to  future  ages  fhow 
One  perfe£l  beauty  fuch  as  thou  art  now  ! 

May  it  the  graces  of  thy  foul  difplay  35 

Till  this  world  finks,  and  funs  themfelves  decay, 
When  with  immortal  beauty  thou  fhalt  rile. 

To  fhine  the  lovelieft  angel  in  the  Ikies.  3$ 

TO  BELINDA, 

ON  HER  SICKNESS  AND  RECOVERY. 

SURE  never  pain  fuch  beauty  wore, 

Or  look’d  lo  amiable  before ! 

You  graces  give  to  a difeafe, 

Adorn  the  pain,  and  make  it  pleafe ! 

Thus  burning  incenfe  fheds  perfumes  5 

Still  fragrant  as  it  ftill  confumes. 

Nor  can  e’en  ficknefs,  which  difarms 
All  other  nymphs,  deftroy  your  charms  ; 

A thoufand  beauties  you  can  fpare, 

And  ftill  be  faireft  of  the  fair. 

But  fee  ! the  pains  begin  to  fly ; 

Tho’  Venus  bled  fhe  could  not  die  : 

See  the  new  phoenix  point  her  eyes. 

And  lovelier  from  her  allies  rife. 

Thus  rofes  when  the  ftorm  is  o’er  1 5 

Draw  beauties  from  th’  inclement  fhow’r. 

Welcome,  ye  Hours!  which  thus  repay 
What  envious  Sicknefs  ftole  away  5 
Welcome  as  thofe  which  kindly  bring 
And  ulher  in  the  joyous  fpring. 
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That  to  the  fmiling  earth  reftore 
The  beauteous  herb  and  blooming  flowY, 

And  give  her  all  the  charms  the  loft 
By  wintry  ftorms  and  hoary  froft. 

And  yet  how  well  did  fhe  fuftain  25 

And  greatly  triumph  o’er  her  pain  ! 

So  flow’rs,  when  blafting  winds  invade 
Breathe  fweet,  and  beautifully  fade. 

Now  in  her  cheeks  and  radiant  eyes 
New  blufhes  glow,  new  lightnings  rife  5 30 

Behold  athoufand  charms  lucceed. 

For  which  a thoufand  hearts  muft  bleed  ! 

Brighter  from  her  difeafe  Ihe  fhines, 

As  fire  the  precious  gold  refines. 

Thus  when  the  filent  grave  becomes  35 

Pregnant  with  life  as  fruitful  wombs. 

When  the  wide  leas  and  fpacious  earth 
Refign  us  to  our  fecona  birth, 

Our  moulder’d  frame,  rebuilt,  afTumes 

New  beauty,  and  for  ever  blooms,  40 

And,  crown’d  with  youth’s  immortal  pride, 

W e angels  rife  who  mortals  dy’d.  4 1 

TO  BELINDA, 

ON  HER  APRON  EMBROIDERED  WITH 
ARMS  AND  FLOWERS. 

THE  lift’ning  trees  Amphion  drew 

To  dance  from  hills  where  once  they  grew. 

But  you  exprefs  a pow’r  more  great; 

The  flow’rs  you  draw  not  but  create*.  4, 

Behold  your  own  creation  rife, 

And  fmile  beneath  your  radiant  eyes  : 

’Tis  beauteous  all ! and  yet  receives 

From  you  more  graces  than  it  gives.  % 

VARIATION. 

* The  lovely  Flora  paints  the  earth, 

Anti  calls  the  morning  flow’rs  to  birth. 

But  you  chfplay  a pow’r  more  great; 

She  calls  forth  fiow’rs,  but  you  create. 
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But  fay,  amid  the  fofter  charms 
Of  blooming  flow’rs,  what  mean  thefe  arms  * 

So  round  the  fragrance  of  the  role 

The  pointed  thorn  to  guard  it  grows.  is 

But  cruel  you  who  thus  employ. 

Both  arms  and  beauty  to  deftroy! 

So  Venus  marches  to  the  fray. 

In  armour  formidably  gay.  16 

It  is  a dreadful  pleafmg  fight! 

The  flow’rs  attract,  the  arms  affright : 

The  flow’rs  with  lively  beauty  bloom. 

The  arms  denounce  an  inftant  doom.  so 

Thus  when  the  Britons  in  array 
Their  enfigns  to  the  fun  difplay. 

In  the  fame  flag  are  lilies  Ihown, 

And  angry  lions  fternly  frown  : 

On  high  the  glitt’ring  ftandard  flies. 

And  conquers  all  things — like  your  eyes. 

TO  BELINDA  AT  THE  BATH. 

T ^ THILE  in  thefe  fountains  bright  Belinda  laves, 
V V She  adds  new  virtues  to  the  healing  waves : 
Thus  in  Bethfeda’s  pool  an  angel  flood, 

Bade  the  foft  waters  heal,  and  blefs’d  the  flood ; 

But  from  her  eye  fuch  bright  deftru&ion  flies. 

In  vain  they  flow ; for  her  the  lover  dies.  6 

No  more  let  Tagus  boaft,  whofe  beds  unfold 
A fhining  treafure  of  all-conq’ring  gold  $ 

No  more  the  Po*,  whofe  wand’ring  waters  ftray 
In  mazy  errors  thro’  the  ftarry  way : 

Henceforth  thefe  fprings  fuperior  honours  fhare  5 
There  Venus  laves,  but  my  Belinda  here.  li 

* 41 Eridanum  cernes  in  parte  locatviro  cceli.  Tull . in  Ar. 

^ 6 urgite  fidereo  fubterluit  ori®na.  Clm4, 
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TO  THE  RIGHT  HONo 

CHARLES  LORD  CORNWALLIS, 

Baron  of  Eye , Warden , Chief  Juflice,  and  Juf  ice  in  Eyre  of  all  hh 
MajeJiy's  Forefs , Chafes,  Parks  and  Warrens  on  the fouth fde  of 
Trent. 

- Klopov  rot  fS to 

Odyjfey,  Lih . 

O THOU  l whofe  virtues  fanftify  thy  Hate, 

O great  without  the  vices  of  the  great! 

Form'd  by  a dignity  of  rqind  to  pleafe. 

To  think,  to  aft,  with  elegance  and  eafe!^ 

Say,  wilt  thou  liften  while  I tune  the  firing,  5 

And  ling  to  thee  who  gav’ll  me  cafe  to  fing  ? 

Unlkill’d  in  verfe,  I haunt  the  lilent  grove. 

Yet  lowly  fhepherds  ling  to  mighty  JoVe, 

And  mighty  Jove  attends  the  fhepherds  vows, 

And  gracious  what  his  fuppliants  afk  bellows  : 30 

So  by  thy  favour  may  the  mule  be  crown’d. 

And  plant  her  laurels  in  more  fruitful  ground , 

The  grateful  mufe  lhall  in  return  bellow 
Her  threading  laurels  to  adorn  thy  brow. 

. Thus,  guarded  by  the  tree  of  Jove,  a flow’r  1 5 
Shoots  from  the  earth,  nor  fears  th’  inclement  Ihow’r, 
And  when  the  fury  of  the  ftorm  is  laid, 

Repays  with  fweets  the  hofpi table  fhade. . 

Severe  their  lot  who  when  they  long  endure 
The  wounds  of  Fortune  late  receive  a cure ! aa 

Like  fhips  in  florins  o’er  liquid  mountains  toll, 

Ere  they  are  fav’d  mull  almoll  firft  be  loll ; 

But  you  with  fpeed  forbid  diftrefs  to  grieve  : 

He  gives  by  halvesf  who  helitates  to  give. 

Thus  when  an  angel  views  mankind  dillrell  25 
He  feels  companion  pleading  in  his  breall  $ 

ADDITION. 

£ Firm  to  thy  king  and  to  thy  country  brave  ; 

Loyal,  yet  free;  afubjeft,  net  a Have  ; 

Say,  Sec. 

. f The  Lord  Cornwallis  in  a moft  obliging  manner  recommended  the  author 
to  the  Redlory  of  Fulham; 
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Xnftant  the  heav’nly  guardian  cleaves  the  Ikies, 

And  pleas’d  to  fave  on  wings  of  lightning  flies#« 

Some  the  vain  promiles  of  courts  betray. 

And  gaily  ftraying,  they  are  pleas’d  to  flxay ; 3# 

The  flatt'ring  nothing  hill  deludes  their  eyes. 

Seems  ever  near,  yet  ever  diftant  flies  : 

As  perfpe6iives  prelent  the  obje6t  nigh, 

Tho’  far  remov’d  from  the  miftaking  eye, 

Againfl  our  reafon  fondly  we  believe,  3 j 

Aflifl:  the  fraud,  and  teach  it  to  deceive  * 

As  the  faint  traveller,  when  night  invades, 

Sees  a falle  light  relieve  the  ambient  lhades, 

Pleas’d  he  beholds  the  bright  delulions  play. 

But  the  falle  guide  fhines  only  to  betray  $ 40 

Swift  he  purl'ues,  but  ftill  the  path  miflakes, 

O'er  dang’rous  marfhes  or  thro’  thorny  brakes  ; 

Yet  obflinate  in  wrong,  he  toils  to  ftray 

With  many  a weary  ftride  o’er  many  a painful  way. 

So  man  purfues  the  phantom  of  his  brain,  45 

And  buys  his  difappointment  with  his  pain: 

At  length  when  years  invidioufly  deflroy 
The  pow’r  to  tafte  the  long-expe&ed  joy,  * 

Then  Fortune  envious  Iheds  her  golden  fhow’rs. 
Malignly  fmiles,  and  curfes  him  with  Acres.  50 

Thus  o’er  the  urns  of  triends  departed  weep 
The  mournful  kindred,  and  fond  vigils  keep  5 
Ambrofial  ointments  o’er  their  allies  Ihed, 

And  (batter  ufelefs  rofes  on  the  dead  5 

And  when  no  more  avail  the  world’s  delights,  55 

The  fpicy  odours  and  the  folemn  rites, 

With  fruitlefs  pomp  they  deck  the  fenfelefs  tombs, 
And  wade  profufeiy  floods  of  vain  perfumes.  5S 

ADDITION. 

■*  Few  know  to  a He,  or  decently  receive, 

And  fewer  ftill  with  dignity  to  give  • 

If  earn’d  by  flatt’ry,  gifts  of  higheft  price 
Are  not  a bounty,  but  the  pay  of  vice. 

Some  wildly  lavish,  yet  no  friend  obtain. 

Nor  are  they  gen’rous,  but  abfurd  and  vain. 

Some  give  with  furly  pride  and  boift’rous  hands. 

As  Jove  pours  rain  in  thunder  o’er  the  lands., 
when  merit  pleads,  you  meet  it  and  embrace. 

And  give  ‘-he  favour  luftre  by  the  grace  ; 

So  Phcebus  to  his  warmth  a glory  joins 
Blei Sng  the  world,  and  while  hebiefifes  ftsiue*. 
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TO  THE  HONOURABLE 
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MRS.  ELIZABETH  TOWNSHEND, 

AFTERWARDS  LAD  Y CORNWALLIS, 

tin  her  PiElure  at  Ratnham , drawn  by  Mr.  Jarvasy  Painter  u 
bis  Majejiy  . 

— — -—sr zpiEutri  'ywociKtiv 

El^oV  r i($l  (pphocr.  QdyJJey,  Lih.  xviiL 

AH,  cruel  hand  ! that  could  fuch  pow’r  employ 
To  teach  the  pictur’d  beauty  to  deilroy  ! 

Singly  fhe  charm’d  before,  but,  by  his  fkill. 

The  living  beauty  and  her  likenefs  kill ! 

Thus  when  in  parts  the  broken  mirrors  fall,  5 

A face  in  all  is  feen,  and  charms  in  ail ! 

Think  then,  O faireft  of  the  fairer  race  ! 

What  fatal  beauties  arm  thy  heavenly  face. 

Whole  very  lhadow  can  fuch  flames  infpire  ! 

We  fee  ’tis  paint,  and  yet  we  feel  ’tis  fire.  1© 

See,  with  falfe  life  the  lovely  image  glows. 

And  ev'ry  wondrous  grace  tranfplanted  fhows  ; 

Fatally  fair  the  new  creation  reigns, 

Charms  in  her  fhape,  and  multiplies  our  pains ; 

Hence  the  fond  youth  that  eafe  by  abfence  found,  1 5 
Views  the  dear  form,  and  bleeds  at  ev’ry  wound. 
Thus  the  bright  Venus,  tho’  to  heaven  fhe  foar’d, 
Reign’d  in  her  image,  by  the  world  ador’d. 

O wondrous  pow’r  of  mingled  light  and  {hades ! 
Where  beauty  with  dumb  eloquence  perfuades  ; 2® 

Where  paffions  are  beheld  in  p i 61  ure  wrought. 

And  animated  colours  look  a thought ! 

Rare  art ! on  whofe  command  all  nature  waits  ! 

It  copies  all  Omnipotence  creates  ! 

Here  crown’d  with  mountains  earth  expanded  lies,  25 
There  the  proud  leas  with  all  their  billows  rife. 

If  life  be  drawn,  refponfive  to  the  thought. 

The  breathing  figures  live  throughout  the  draught  5 
The  mimic  bird  in  fkies  fiflitious  moves. 

Or  fancy’d  beads  in  imitated  groves  : 3 a 
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E’en  heaven  it  climbs  $ and  from  the  forming  hand® 
An  angel  here  and  there  a Towndiend  dands  j 
Y et,  painter  ! yet,  tho’  art  with  nature  drive, 

Tho’  e’en  the  lovely  phantom  dem  alive, 

Submit  thy  vanquidi’d  art,  and  own  the  draught  3$ 
Tho’ fair,  defective,  and  a beauteous  fault! 

Charms  fuch  as  her’s,  inimitably  great, 

He  only  can  exprefs  that  can  create, 

Couldft  thou  extra£l  the  whitenefs  of  the  fnow, 

Or  of  its  colours  rob  the  heayenly  bow,  40 

Yet  would  her  beauty  triumph  o’er  thy  (kill, 

Lovely  in  thee,  herfelf  more  lovely  dill. 

Thus  in  the  limpid  fountain  we  defcry 
The  faint  refemblance  of  the  glitt’ring  iky  5 
Another  fun  difplays  his  leflen’d  beams,  45 

Another  heaven  adorns  the  enlighten’d  dreams  j 
But  tho’  the  fcene  be  fair,  yet  high  above 
Th’  exalted  fkies  in  nobler  beauties  move  5 
There  the  true  heaven’s  eternal  lamps  diiplay 
A deluge  of  inimitable  day.  50 

AN  EPISTLE 

TO  MY  FRIEND  MR.  ELIJAH  FENTON, 

Author  of  Mariamne , a Tragedy,  1726. 

WHY  art  thou  (low  to  ftrike  th’  harmonious  diell, 
Averfe  to  fing  who  know’d  to  fing  fo  well  ? 

If  thy  proud  mufe  the  tragic  bufkin  wears. 

Great  Sophocles  revives  and  re-appears. 

While  regularly  bold  die  nobly  fings  5 

Strains  worthy  to  detain  the  ears  of  kings. 

If  by  thy  hand  th’  Homeric  lyre  be  ftrung*, 

The  lyre  returns  fuch  founds  as  Homer  fung. 

The  kind  compulfion  of  a friend  obey. 

And  tho’  relu£Iant  fwell  the  lofty  lay,  1 o 

Then  lift’ning  groves  once  more  dial!  catch  the  found, 
While  Grecian  mufes  fmg  on  Britidi  ground. 

♦ Mr.  Feraton  tranflated  four  be  k of  the  OdyflTey, 
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Thus  calm  and  filent  thy  own  Proteus*  roves 
Thro’  pearly  mazes  and  thro’  coral  groves  $ 

But  when  emerging  from  the  azure  main,  35 

Coercive  bands  the  unwilling  god  conftrain, 

Then  heaves  his  bofom  with  prophetic  fires. 

And  his  tongue  fpeaks  fab  lime  what  heaven  infpires. 
Envy ’tis  true  with  barb ’rous  rage  invades 
What  e’en  fierce  lightning  fpares,  the  laurel  lhades  j 
And  critics,  biafs’d  by  miftaken  rules,  zi 

Like  Turkilh  zealots,  rev ’rence  none  but  fools. 

But  praife  from  fuch  injurious  tongues  is  fiiame  j 
They  rail  the  happy  author  into  fame  5 
Thus  Phoebus  thro’  the  zodiac  takes  his  way,  25 
And  rifes  amid  monfters  into  day. 

Oh  vilenefs  of  mankind ! when  writing  well 
Becomes  a crime,  and  danger  to  excel ! 

While,  noble  fcorn  ! my  friend  fuch  infults  fees, 

And  flies  from  towns  to  wilds,  from  men  to  trees.  30 
Free  from  the  luft  of  wealth  and  glitt’ring  fnares  ' 
That  make  th’  unhappy  great  in  love  with  cares. 

Me  humble  joys  in  calm  retirement  pleafe, 

A filent  happinefs  and  learned  eafe. 

Deny  me  grandeur,  heaven!  but  goodnefs  grant : 35 

A king  is  lels  illuftrious  than  a faint. 

Hail,  holy  Virtue  ! come,  thou  heavenly  guefl  ! 

Come,  fix  thy  pleafing  empire  in  my  bread: ! 

Thou  know’ft  her  influence,  friend  ! thy  cheerful  mien* 
Proclaims  the  innocence  and  peace  within  : 40 

Such  joys  as  none  but  fons  of  Virtue  know 
Shine  in  thy  face,  and  in  thy  bofom  glow. 

So  when  the  holy  mount  the  prophet  trod, 

And  talk’d  familiar  as  a friend  with  God, 

Celeftial  radiance  every  feature  filed,  45 

And  ambient  glories  dawn’d  around  his  head. 

Sure  what  the  unthinking  great,  miftaken,  call 
Their  happinefs  is  folly,  folly  all ! 

* See  the  ftory  of  Proteus,  odyfiey,  lib.  iv.  tranflated  by  Mr.  Fenton, 
VARIATION. 

f Thoufeel’ft  her  pow’r,  my  friend!  See, 
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Like  lofty  mountains  in  the  clouds,  they  hide 
Their  haughty  heads,  butfwell  with  barren  pride  5 5# 
And  while  low  vales  in  ufeful  beauty  Ke, 

Heave  their  proud  naked  fummits  to  the  Iky. 

In  honour  as  in  place,  ye  great  tranfeend  5 
An  angel  fall’n  degenerates  to  a fiend. 

Th’  all-cheering  fun  is  honour’d  with  his  fhrines  55 
Not  that  he  moves  aloft  but  that  he  fhines. 

Why  flumes  the  ftar  on  Walpole’s*  gen’rous  breaft? 
Not  that  he’s  higheft,  but  becaufe  he’s  beft  $ 

Fond  to  oblige  5 in  biefling  others,  bleft. 

How  wond’rous  few,  by  avarice  uncoiitroll’d,  60 
Have  virtue  to  fubdue  the  thirft  of  gold! 

The  fliining  dirt  the  fordid  wretch  enfnares 
To  buy  with  mighty  treafures  mighty  cares  : 

Blindly  he  courts,  mifguided  by  the  will, 

A fpecious  good,  and  meets  a real  ill.  65 

So  when  Ulyffes  plough’d  the  furgy  main. 

When  now  in  view  appear’d  his  native  reign, 

His  wayward  mates  th’  Aiolianf  bag  unbind, 
Expe6ling  treafures,  but  out  rufh’d  a wind; 

The  fudden  hurricane  in  thunder  roars,  70 

Buffets  the  bark,  and  whirls  it  from  the  fliores. 

O heaven ! by  what  vain  paflions  man  is  fway’d! 
Proud  of  his  reafon,  by  his  will  betray’d, 

Blindly  he  wanders  in  purfuit  of  vice, 

And  hates  confinement  tho’  in  Paradife;  75 

Doom’d,  when  enlarg’d,  inflead  of  Eden’s  bow’rs, 

To  rove  in  wilds,  and  gather  thorns  for  flow’rs  : 
Between  th’  extremes  dire£t  he  fees  the  way. 

Yet  wilful  fwerves,  perverfely  fond  to  ftray  ! 

Whilfl:  niggard  fouls  indulge  their  craving  thirfl,  8© 
Rich  without  bounty,  with  abundance  curft, 

The  prodigal  purfues  expenfive  vice, 

And  buys  difhonour  at  a mighty  price. 

On  beds  of  ftate  the  fplendid  glutton  fleeps. 

While  ftarving  Merit  unregarded  weeps  $ 85 

* The  Right  Hon.  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  created  Knight  of  the  moft  nefel* 
•rder  of  the  Garter,  1726. 
f See  OdyfTey  x.  ver.  40, 
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Mis  ill-plac’d  bounty  while  fcorn’d  Virtue  grieves, 

A dog,  a fawning  fycophant,  receives  $ 

And  cringing  knaves  or  haughty  ftrumpets  ftiare 
What  would  make  Sorrow  Imile,  and  cheer  Defpair. 

Then  wouldft  thou  fteer  where  Fortune  fpreads  the 
Go  flatter  Vice ! for  feldom  flatt’ry  fails  5 [fails  ? 
Soft  thro’  the  Ar  the  pleafmg  bane  diftils  : 92, 

Delicious  poifon  ! in  perfumes  it  kills  ! 

Be  all  but  virtuous.  O!  unwife  to  live 
Unfalhionably  good  and  hope  to  thrive  ! 95 

Trees  that  aloft  with  proudeft  honours  rife 
Root  hell-ward,  and  thence  flourilh  to  the  Ikies. 

O happier  thou,  my  friend  ! with  eafe  content, 

Bleft  with  the  confluence  of  a life  well  fpent, 

Nor  wouldft  be  great,  but  guide  thy  gather’d  fails  100 
Safe  by  the  fliore,  nor  tempt  the  rougher  gales  $ 

For  fure  of  all  that  feel  the  wounds  of  Fate 
None  are  completely  wretched  but  the  great. 

Superior  woes  fuperior  ftations  bring  $ 

A peafant  deeps  while  cares  awake  a king.  10  5 

Who  reigns  muft  fuffer  ! crowns  with  gems  inlaid 
At  once  adorn  and  load  the  royal  head. 

Change  but  the  fcene,  and  kings  in  dull  decay, 

Swept  from  the  earth  the  pageants  of  a day  j 
There  no  diftin&ions  on  the  dead  await  1 10 

But  pompous  graves  and  rottennefs  in  ftate. 

Such  now  are  all  that  fhone  on  earth  before  ; 

Caefar  and  mighty  Marlb’rough  are  no  more  1 
Unhallow’d  feet  o’er  awful  Tuliy  tread, 

And  Hyde  and  Plato  join  the  vulgar  dead  5 1 1 5 

And  all  the  glorious  aims  that  can  employ 
The  fouls  of  mortals  muft  with  Hanmer  die. 

O Compton*  > when  this  breath  we  once  refign 
My  dull:  ftiall  be  as  eloquent  as  thine. 

Till  that  laft  hour  which  calls  me  hence  away,  izo 
To  pay  that  great  arrear  which  all  muft  pay, 

O ! may  I tread  the  paths  which  faints  have  trod. 
Who  knew  they  walk’d  before  th’  all  -feeing  God ! 

» Tke  Right  Hoa  Sir  Spencer  Compton,  speaker  of  the  Houfe  of  Commons, 

F z 
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Studious  from  ways  of  wicked  men  to  keep, 

Who  mock  at  vice  while  grieving  angels  weep.  125 
Come  tafte,  my  friend  * the  joys  retirement  brings, 
Look  down  on  royal  flaves,  and  pity  kings. 

More  happy  ! laid  where  trees  with  trees  entwin’d 
In  bow’ry  arches  tremble  to  the  wind, 

With  innocence  and  ftiade  like  Adam  bleft,  130 

While  a new  Eden  opens  in  the  bread ! 

Such  were  the  fcenes  defcending  angels  trod. 

In  guiltlefs  days,  when  man  convers’d  with  God. 
Then  fhall  my  lyre  to  loftier  founds  be  ftrung, 

Infpir’d  by  Homer*,  or  what  thou  haft  lung : 135 

My  mufe  from  thine  fhall  catch  a warmer  ray. 

As  clouds  are  brighten’d  by  the  god  of  day. 

So  trees  unapt  to  bear,  by  art  refin’d. 

With  fhoots  ennobled  of  a gen’rous  kind, 

High  o’er  the  ground  with  fruits  adopted  rife, 

And  lift  their  ipreading  honours  to  the  fkies.  141 

TO  MR.  POPE, 

ON  HIS  WORKS,  MDCCXXVI. 

LET  vulgar  fouls  triumphal  arches  raife 

And  fpeaking  marble  to  record  their  praife, 

Or  carve  with  fruitlels  toil,  to  fame  unknown. 

The  mimic  feature  on  the  breathing  ft  one  j 
Mere  mortals,  fubjedl  to  Death’s  total  fway,  5 

Reptiles  of  earth,  and  beings  of  a day  5 
’Tis  thine  on  ev’ry  heart  to  grave  thy  praife, 

A monument  which  worth  alone  can  raife  j 

Sure  to  furvive  when  time  fhall  whelm  in  duft 

The  arch,  the  marble,  and  the  mimic  buft  5 10 

Nor  till  the  volumes  of  th’  expanded  fky 

Blaze  in  one  flame,  fhalt  thou  and  Homer  die. 

When  fink  together,  in  the  world’s  laft  fires, 

What  heaven  created  and  what  heaven  infpires. 

If  aught  on  earth*  when  once  this  breath  is  fled,  1 5 
With  human  tranfport  touch  the  mighty  dead, 


*•  Dr.  Broome  tranflated  eight  books  of  the  o dyfifey. 
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Shakefpeare ! rejoice  ; his  hand  thy  page  refines  j 
Now  ev’ry  fcene  with  native  brightnefs  fhines  *. 

Juft  to  thy  fame,  he  gives  thy  genuine  thought ; 

So  Tuily  publifh’d  what  Lucretius  wrote : 2© 

Prun’d  by  his  care,  thy  laurels  loftier  grow, 

And  bloom  afrelh  on  thy  immortal  brow. 

Thus  when  thy  draughts,  O Raphael  1 time  invades, 
And  the  bold  figure  from  the  canvafs  fades, 

A rival  hand  recals  from  ev’fy  part  25 

Some  latent  grace,  and  equals  art  with  art  5 
Tranfported  we  furvey  the  dubious  ftrife. 

While  the  fair  image  ftarts  again  to  life. 

How  long  untun’d  had  Homer’s  facred  lyre 
Jarr’d  grating  difcord,  all  extin£l  his  fire  ? 30 

This  you  beheld,  and  taught  by  heaven  to  fmg, 

Call’d  the  loud  mufic  from  the  founding  firing. 

! Now  wak’d  from  flumbers  of  three  thoufand  years, 
Once  more  Achilles  in  dread  pomp  appears, 

Tow’rs  o’er  the  field  of  death  as  fierce  he  turns,  35 
Keen  flafh  his  arms,  and  all  the  hero  burns  j 
His  plume  nods  horrible  ! his  helm  on  high 
With  cheeks  of  iron  glares  againft  the  fky  ; 

With  martial  ftalk,  and  more  than  mortal  might, 

He  ftrides  along  5 he  meets  the  gods  in  fight  : 40 

Then  the  pale  Titans,  chain’d  on  burning  floors. 

Start  at  the  din  that  rends  th’  infernal  fhores : 

Tremble  the  tow’rs  of  heaven,  earth  rocks  hercoafts. 
And  gloomy  Pluto  fhakes  with  all  his  ghofts. 

To  ev’ry  theme  refponds  thy  various  lay  $ 45 

Here  pours  a torrent,  there  meanders  play. 

Sonorous  as  the  ftorm  thy  numbers  rife, 

Tofs  the  wild  waves,  and  thunder  in  the  fkies  ; 

Or  fofter  than  a yielding  virgin’s  figh. 

The  gentle  breezes  breathe  away  and  die.  50 

How  twangs  the  bow  when  with  a jarring  fpring 
The  whizzing  arrows  vanifh  from  the  firing  ! 

When  giants  ftrain  fome  rock’s  vaft  weight  to  fhove 
The  flow  verfe  heaves,  and  the  clogg’d  words  fcarce 
But  when  from  high  it  roils  with  many  a bound,  [move  5 
Jumping  it  thund’ring  whirls  and  rufhes  to  the  ground  5 
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Swift  flows  the  verfe  when  winged  lightnings  fly,  57 
Dart  from  the  dazzled  view,  and  flafh  along  the  Iky. 
Thus,  like  the  radiant  god  who  Iheds  the  day, 

The  vale  you  paint,  or  gild  the  azure  way  $ 60 

And  while  with  ev’ry  theme  the  verfe  complies, 

Sink  without  grov’ling,  without  ralhnefs  rife. 

Proceed,  great  bard  ! awake  th’  harmonious  firing  $ 
Be  ours  all  Homer  $ (till  Ulyfles  fmg. 

E’en  I,  the  meaneft  of  the  mufes’  train,  65 

Inflam’d  by  thee,  attempt  a nobler  ftrain  5 
Adventrous  waken  the  Maeonian  lyre, 

Tun’d  by  your  hand,  and  flng  as  you  infpire. 

So  arm’d  by  great  Achilles  for  the  fight, 

Patroclus  conquer’d  in  Achilles’  might.  70 

Like  theirs  our  friendfliip  5 and  I boaft  my  name 
To  thine  united,  for  thy  friend/hip’s  fame. 

How  long  Ulyfles,  by  unfkilful  hands 
Stript  of  his  robes,  a beggar  trod  our  lands. 

Such  as  he  wander’d  o’er  his  native  coaft,  75 

Shrunk  by  the  wand  and  all  the  hero  loft*  5 
O’er  his  fmooth  fkin  a bark  of  wrinkles  fpread. 

Old  age  difgrac’d  the  honours  of  his  head. 

Nor  longer  in  his  heavy  eye -ball  fliin’d 

The  glance  divine  forth -beaming  from  the  mind : So 

But  you,  like  Pallas,  ev’ry  limb  infold 

With  royal  robes,  and  bid  him  fliine  in  gold  : 

Touch’d  by  your  hand  his  manly  frame  improves 
With  air  divine,  and  like  a god  he  moves. 

This  labour  paA  of  heavenly  Hibje61:  fing,  8 5 

While  hov’ring  angels  lifien  on  the  wing, 

To  hear  from  earth  fuch  heart-felt  raptures  rife. 

As  when  they  ling  fufpended  hold  the  Ikies  j 
Or  nobly  riling  in  fair  Virtue’s  caufe, 

From  thy  own  life  tranfcribe  th’  unerring  laws  5 90 

Teach  a bad  world  beneath  her  iway  to  bend  : 

To  verfe  like  thine  fierce  favages  attend, 

And  men  more  fierce.  When  Orpheus  tunes  the  lay. 
E’en  fiends  relenting  hear  their  rage  away.  94. 

a See  the  16th  Qdyfley  yer.  186  and  476, 
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TO  MR.  A.  POPE, 

WHO  CORRECTED  MY  VERSES, 

IF  e’er  my  humble  mufe  melodious  fingj. 

’Tis  when  you  animate  and  tune  her  firings; 

If  e’er  fhe  mounts  ’tis  when  you  prune  her  wings. 
You,  like  the  fun,  your  glorious  beams  difplay. 

Deal  to  the  darkeft  orb  a friendly  ray,  5 

And  clothe  it  with  the  luftre  of  the  day. 

Mean  was  the  piece,  unelegantly  wrought, 

The  colours  faint,  irregular  the  draught ; 

But  your  commanding  touch,  your  nicer  art, 

Rais’d  ev’ry  ftroke,  and  brighten’d  ev’ry  part.  10 
So  when  Luke  drew  the  rudiments  of  man. 

An  angel  finifh’d  what  the  faint  began ; 

His  wondrous  pencil,  dipt  in  heavenly  dyes, 

Gave  beauty  to  the  face,  and  lightning  to  the  eyes. 

Confus’d  it  lay,  a rough  unpolifh’d  mafs  ; 1 5 

You  gave  the  royal  ftamp,  and  made  it  pals  ; 

Hence  e’en  Deformity  a beauty  grew: 

She  pleas’d,  fhe  charm’d,  but  pleas’d  and  charm’d  by 
Tho*  like  Prometheus  I the  image  frame,  [you. 

You  gave  the  life,  and  bring  the  heavenly  flame.  2,0 
Thus  when  the  Nile  diffus’d  his  watVy  train 
In  ftreams  of  plenty  o’er  the  fruitful  plain, 

Unfhapen  forms,  the  refufe  of  the  flood, 

Iffu’d  imperfect  from  the  teeming  mud  ; 

But  the  great  fource  and  parent  of  the  day  25 

Fafhion’d  the  creature,  and  inform’d  the  clay*. 

ADDITION. 

# To  nobler  themes  thy  mufe  triumphant  foars, 

Mounts  thro’  the  tracks  of  air  and  heaven  explores. 

Say,  has  fomeferaph  tun’d  thy  facred  lyre, 

Or  deign’d  to  touch  thy  hallow’dlips  with  fire  ? 

For  furefuch  founds  exalt  th’  immortal  firing 
As  heaven  approves  and  raptur’d  angels  ling. 

Ah  ! how  I iiften  while  th’  immortal  lay 
Lifts  me  from  earth  above  the  Solar  Way  ! 

Ah  ! how  I look  with  fcorn  on  pompous  crowns. 

And  pity  monarchs  on  their  fpiendid  thrones  ! 

While,  thou  my  guide,  I trace  all  Nature’s  laws 
By  juft  gradations  to  the  Sov’reign  Caufej  v 
Pleas’d  I furvey  how  varying Tchernes  unite 
Worlds  with  the  a trims,  angels  with  the  mite. 

And  end  in  God,  high  thron'd  above  all  height. 
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Weak  of  herfelf,  my  mufe  forbears  her  flight, 
Views  her  own  lownefs  and  Parnaffus’  height  $ 

But  when  you  aid  her  fong  and  deign  to  nod, 

She  fpreads  a bolder  wing,  and  feels  the  prefen  t god. 

So  the  Cumaean  prophetefs  was  dumb. 

Blind  to  the  knowledge  of  events  to  come  5 
But  when  Apollo  in  her  bread:  abode, 

She  heav’d,  Ihe  dwell’d,  the  felt  the  rufliing  god  ; 
Then  accents  more  than  mortal  from  her  broke, 
And  what  the  god  infpir’d  the  prieftefs  fpoke. 

TO  A LADY 

PLAYING  WITH  A SNAKE. 

IT  is  a pleading  direful  fight! 

At  once  you  charm  us  and  affright  1 
So  heaven  deftroying  angels  arms 
With  terror  dreadful  in  their  charms ! 

Such,  fuch  was  Cleopatra’s  air, 

Lovely,  but  formidably  fair ! 

When  the  griev’d  world  impoverilh’d  loft 
By  the  dire  afp  its  nobleft  boaft. 

Aw’d  by  your  guardian’s  dang’rous  pow’r, 

At  diftance  trembling  we  adore  5 
At  diftance  once  again  behold 
Aferpent  guard  the  blooming  gold. 

Well  pleas’d  and  harmlefs,  lo!  he  lies. 

Balks  in  the  funfhine  of  your  eyes  ; 

Now  twifts  his  fpires,  and  now  unfurls 
The  gay  confufion  of  his  curls. 

ADDITION. 

Who  fees,  as  Lord  of  all,  with  equal  eye 
Now  a proud  tyrant  perifh,  then  a fly. 

Methinks  I view  the  Patriarch’s  ladder  rife. 

Its  bale  on  earth,  its  fummit  in  the  fkies  •, 

Each  wondrous  ftep  by  glorious  angels  trod. 

And  heaven  unfolding  to  the  throne  of  Gcd. 

£e  this  thy  praife ! I haunt  the  lovely  bOw’r, 

Sport  by  the  fpring,  or  paint  the  blooming  flow’r  \ 

Nor  dares  the  mule  attempt  an  arduous  height,  &c» 
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Oh ! happy  on  your  breaft  to  lie. 

As  that  bright  ftar  that  gilds  the  fky^. 

Who  ceafing  in  the  fpheres  to  ftiine. 

Would  for  your  breaft  his  heaven  refign.  so 

Yet  oh ! fak  virgin  ! caution  take 
Left  fome  bold  cheat  affume  the  fnake. 

When  Jove  coitipreft  the  Grecian  damej’ 

Aloof  he  threw  the  lightning’s  flame  $ 

On  radiant  fpires  the  lover  rode, 

And  in  the  make  conceal’d  the  god.  26 

TO  A LADY  OF  THIRTY. 

NO  more  let  youth  its  beauty  boaft, 

S— — -n  at.  thirty  reigns  a to  aft. 

And  like  the  fun  as  he  declines, 

More  mildly  but  more  fweetly  ftiines.  4 

The  hand  of  Time  alone  difarms 
Her  face  of  its  fuperfl’ous  charms. 

But  adds  for  every  grace  relign'd 
A thouiand  to  adorn  her  mind,  & 

Youth  was  her  too  inflaming  time. 

This  her  more  habitable  clime  5 

How  muft  Ihe  then  each  heart  engage 

Who  blooms  like  Youth,  is  wife  like  Age ! jz 

Thus  the  rich  orange-trees  produce 
At  once  both  ornament  and  ule  j 
Here  opening  bloflbms  we  behold. 

There  fragrant  orbs  of  ripen’d  gold.  16 

* The  Scorpion. 

f Olympias,  mother  of  Alexander  the  Great. 
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THE 

WIDOW  AND  VIRGIN  SISTERS, 

BEING  A LETTER  TO  THE  WIDOW  IN  LONDON. 

WHILE  Delia  fhines  at  Hurlothrumbo, 

And  darts  her  fprightly  eyes  at  fome  beau 
■Then,  dole  behind  her  fan  retiring, 

Sees  thro’  the  flicks  whole  crowds  admiring, 

You  fip  your  melancholy  cofFy, 

And  at  the  name  of  man  cry  O fy ! 

Or  when  the  noify  rapper  thunders 
Say  coldly — “ Sure  the  fellow  blunders  ! 

<c  Unfeen,  tho’  peer  on  peer  approaches  ; 
i(  James,  I’m  abroad  1 — Rut  learn  the  coaches.” 
As  fome  young  pleader,  when  his  purfe  is 
Unfill’d  thro’  want  of  controverfies, 

Attends  until  the  chinks  are  fill’d  all 
The  aflizes  Weflminfter  and  Guildhall, 

While  graver  lawyers  keep  their  houfe,  and 
Colled  the  guineas  by  the  thoufand ; 

Or  as  fome  tradefmen  thro’  fhow-glafies 
Expofe  their  wares  to  each  that  palfes. 

Toys  of  no  ufe  1 high  priz’d  commodities 
Bought  to  no  end  ! eftates  in  oddities  ! 

Others  with  like  advantage  drive  at 
Their  gain  from  ftorehoules  in  private  : 

Thus  Delia  fhines  in  places  general, 

Is  never  miffing  where  the  men  are  all  j 
Goes  e’en  to  church  with  godly  airs, 

To  meet  good  company  at  pray’rs. 

Where  fhe  devoutly  plays  her  fan. 

Looks  up  to  heaven,  but  thinks  on  man  : 

You  fit  at  home,  enjoy  your  coufinf , 

While  hearts  are  offer’d  by  the  dozen. 

O ! bom  above  your  lex  to  rife, 

With  youth,  wealth,  beauty,  titles — wife! 

O lady  bright ! did  ne’er  you  mark  yet. 

In  country  fair  or  country  market, 

* Mrs.  s- -fck. 
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A beau  whofe  eloquence  might  charm  ye,  35 

Enlifting  foldiers  for-the  army? 

He  flatters  ev’ry  well-built  youth, 

And  tells  him  ev’ry  thing  but — truth  : 

He  cries  “ Good  friend  ! I’m  glad  I hap’d  in 
((  Your  company  j you’ll  make  a captain!”  4© 

He  lifts — but  finds  thefe  guady  fhows 
Soon  chang’d  to  lurly  looks  and  blows. 

’Tisnow,  “ March,  rafcal ! what  d’ye  grumble  ?” 
Thwack  goes  the  cane!  “ I’ll  make  you  humble.” 
Such  weddings  are  : and  I refemble  ’em  45 

Almoft  in  all  points  to  this  emblem. 

While  courtlhip  lafts  ’tis  (i  Dear!”  ’tis  €<  Madam!” 
t(  The  fweeteft  creature  lure  fince  Adam! 

€i  Had  I the  years  of  a Methufalem, 

i(  How  in  my  charmer’s  praife  I’d  ufe  all  ’em!  50 

€(  O take  me  to  thy  arms,  my  beauty ! 

<c  I dote,  adore,  thy  very  Ihoe-tye  I ” 

They  wed— -but  fancy  grown  lefs  warming, 

Next  morn  he  thinks  the  bride  lefs  charming  : 

He  fays,  nay  Iwears,  ((  My  wife  grows  old  in  55 
<c  One  fingle  month  j”  then  falls  to  fcolding  ; 

“ What,  Madam  ! gadding  ev’ry  day  ? 
e(  Up  to  your  room  5 there  ftitch  or  pray  1” 

Such  proves  the  marriage-lfate ! but  for  all 
Thefe  truths  you’ll  wed,  and  fcorn  the  moral.  60 
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GENTLEMAN  OF  SEVENTY, 

WHO  MARRIED  A LADY  OF  SIXTEEN#. 

WHAT  woes  muft  fuch  unequal  union  bring, 

When  hoary  Winter  weds  the  youthful  Spring  £ 
You,  like  MezentiusJ,  in  the  nuptial  bed 
Once  more  unite  the  living  and  the  dead.  4 

* It  was  printed  in  the  firft  edition  of  his  poems,  1727. 

•f  u The  living  and  the  dead  at  his  command 
“ Were  coupled  face  to  face  and  hand  to  hand.” 

Dry  den’s  Virg.  JEn*  it 
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HABBAKKUK 

CHAP.  III.  PARAPHRASED. 

An  -Ode  written  in  17103  as  an  Exercije  at  St.  John's  College  in 
Cambridge . 

WHEN,  In  a glorious  terrible  array, 

From  Paran’s  tow’ring  height  tip  Almighty  took 
Borne  on  a cherub’s  wings  he  rode.,  [his  way, 

Intolerable  day  proclaim’d  the  God  $ 

No  earthly  cloud  5 

Could  his  effulgent  brightnefs  fhroud  j 
Glory,  and  Majefty,  and  Power, 

March’d  in  a dreadful  pomp  before  5 
Behind  a grim  and  meagre  train. 

Pining  Sicknefs,  frantic  Pain,  ret 

Stalk’d  wildly  on  ! with  all  the  difmal  band 
Which  heaven  in  anger  fends  to  fcourge  a guilty  land. 

With  terror  cloth’d,  he  downward  flew, 

And  wither’d  half  the  nations  with  a view  ; 

Thro’  half  the  nations  of  th’  aflonifh’d  earth  1 5 

He  fcatter’d  war,  and  plagues,  and  dearth  ! 

And,  when  he  fpoke, 

The  everlafting  hills  from  their  foundations  fhook  $ 
The  trembling  mountains,  by  a lowly  nod. 

With  reverence  ftrpck,  confefs’d  the  God.  20 

On  Sion’s  holy  hill  he  took  his  Hand, 

Grafping  omnipotence  in  his  right  hand  ; 

Then  mighty  earthquakes  rock’d  the  ground. 

And  the  fun  darken’d  as  he  frown’d. 

He  dealt  affli&ion  from  his  van,  % 5 

And  wild  confufion  from  his  rear. 

They  thro’  the  tents  of  Cuilian  ran. 

The  tents  of  Cufhan  quak’d  with  fear. 

And  Midian  trembled  with  defpair. 

X fee  his  fword  wave  naked  in  the  air  j*  30 

VARIATION. 

* I fee  his  fword  wave  with  redoubled  ire 
Ah  ! has  itfet  the  very  clouds  on  fire  ? 

The  clouds  burftdown  in  deluges  of  fhowTrs, 

Fierce  lightning  flames,  vindidtive  thunder  roars. 
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It  fheds  around  a baleful  ray  $ 

The  rains  pour  down,  the  lightnings  play. 

And  on  their  wings  vindictive  thunders  Bear, 

When  thro’  the  mighty  flood 

He  led  the  murm’ring  crowd,  35 

What  ail’d  the  rivers  that  they  backward  fled  ? 

Why  was  the  mighty  flood  afraid  ? 

March’d  he  againfl  the  rivers  ? or  was  he. 

Thou  mighty  flood  1 difpleafed  at  thee  ? 

The  flood  beheld  from  far  4.0 

The  Deity  in  all  his  equipage  of  war  ; 

And  lo ! at  once  it  burits,  indiverfe  falls 
On  either  hand  ! it  fwells  in  cryftal  walls  ! 

Th’  eternal  rocks  difclofe  ! the  tolling  waves 
Rufh  in  loud  thunder  from  a thoufand  caves  ! 45 

Why  tremble  ye,  O Faithlefs  ! to  behold 
The  opening  deeps  their  gulfs  unfold  ? 

Enter  the  dreadful  chafms  ! ’tis  God  who  guides 
Your  wondrous  way  1 the  God  who  rules  the  tides  1 
And  lo  ! they  march  amid  the  deaf ’ning  roar  50 
Of  tumbling  feas  ! they  mount  the  adverfe  fhore  ! 
Advance,  ye  chofen  tribes  ! Arabia’s  fands. 

Lonely  uncomfortable  lands. 

Void  of  fountain,  void  of  rain, 

Oppofe  their  burning  coafts  in  vain  ! 5 5 

See  the  great  Prophet  hand 
Waving  his  wonder-working  wand  ! 

He  ftrikes  the  ftubborn  rock,  and  lo  ! 

The  ftubborn  rock  feels  the  Almighty  blow! 

His  ftony  entrails  burft,  and  ruffling  torrents  flow  ! 

Then  did  the  Sun  his  fiery  courfers  flay,*  61 

And  backward  held  the  falling  day  5 
variation. 

* Ah  ! what  new  fcenes  unfold,  what  voice  I hear  1 

Sun  ! (land  thou  (till  ; thou,  Moon  ! thy  courfe  forbear* 

Ah  ! Sun  ! thy  wheels  obedient  flay. 

Doubling  the  fplendours  of  the  wondrous  day; 

The  nimble-footed  minutes  ceafe  to  run. 

And  urge  the  lazy  hours  on  : 

Time  hangs  his  unexpanded  wings. 

And  all  the  fecret  fprings 
That  carry  on  the  year 
Stopt  in  their  full  career: 
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The  nimble-footed  Minutes  ceas’d  to  run. 

And  urge  the  lazy  Hours  on  : 

Time  hung  his  unexpanded  wings. 

And  all  the  leCret  fprings 
That  carry  on  the  year 
Stopt  in  their  full  career  : 

Then  the  aftonilh’d  moon 
Forgot  her  going  down, 

And  paler  grew 

The  dilrnal  fcene  to  view, 

How  thro’  the  trembling  Pagan  nation 

Th’  Almighty  ruin  dealt  and  ghaftly  defolatioxi 

But  why,  ah ! why,  O Sion ! reigns 
Wide  wafting  Havocko’er  thy  plains  ? 

Ah  me  ! deftrudtion  is  abroad  j 
Vengeance  is  loofe,  and  wrath  from  God  ! 

See  ! hofts  of  fpoilers  feize  their  prey  ! 

See  ! Slaughter  marks  in  blood  his  way  1 * 

See  ! how  embattled  Babylon, 

Like  an  unruly  deluge,  rufties  on  ! 

Lo  ! the  held  with  millions  fwarms  ! 

I hear  their  fhouts,  their  clafhing  arms  S 
Now  the  conflifling  hofts  engage 
With  more  than  mortal  rage  1 — - 
Oh  Heaven  ! I faint — I die— 

The  yielding  pow’rs  of  Ifrael  fly — - 
Now  banner’d  hofts  lurround  the  wails 
Of  Sion  ! now  ftie  links,  flic  falls— 

Ah,  Sion  1 how  for  thee  I mourn  ! 

What  pangs  for  thee  I feel  ! 

Ah  ! how  art  thou  become  the  Pagan’s  fcorn. 
Lovely  unhappy  Ifrael ! 

A Ihiv’ring  damp  invades  my  heart, 

A trembling  horror  fhoots  through  ev’ry  part  $ 

VARIATION; 

At  once  th1  aftornfh’d  moon 
Forgets  her  going  down, 

And  paler  grows 

To  view  th’  amazing  train  of  woes, 

While  thro1  the  trembling  Pagan  nation 

Th1  Almighty  ruin  deals  and  ghaftly  deflation* 
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My  nodding  frame  can  fcarce  fuftain 
Th’  oppreffive  load  I undergo  : 

Speecnlefs  I figh  ; the  envious  woe 
Forbids  the  very  pleafure  to  complain  j 
Forbids  my  fault1  ring  tongue  to  tell 
What  pangs  for  thee  I feel. 

Lovely,  unhappy  Ifrael ! 

Yet  tho1  the  fig-tree  fhould  no  burden  bear, 

Tho1  vines  delude  the  promife  of  the  year  j 105 

Yet  tho1  the  olive  fhould  not  yield  her  oil, 

Nor  the  parch’d  glebe  reward  the  peafant’s  toil ; 

Tho1  the  tir’d  ox  beneath  his  labours  fall, 

And  herds  in  millions  perifh  from  the  ftall  $ 

Yet  fhall  my  grateful  firings  u<$ 

For  ever  praile  thy  name. 

For  ever  thee  proclaim, 

Thee,  everlalling  God  ! the  mighty  King  of  kings  ! 1 1 3 


PART  OF  THE 

XXXVIII.  AND  XXXIX.  CHAPS.  OF  JOB 

PARAPHRASED. 

NOW  From  the  fplendor  of  his  bright  abode 

On  wings  of  all  the  winds  th1  Almighty  rode. 
And  the  loud  voice  of  thunder  fpoke  the  God. 
Cherubs  and  feyaphs  from  celeftial  bow’rs, 

Ten  thoufand  thouland  bright  ethereal  pow’rs,  5 
Miniftrant  round  their  radiant  files  unfold, 

Arm’d  in  eternal  adamant  and  gold  ! 

Whirlwinds  and  thundrous  ftorms  his  chariot  drew 
Tween  worlds  and  worlds,  triumphant  as  it  flew  : 

He  ftretch’d  his  dark  pavilion  o’er  the  floods,  io 
Bade  hills  fubfide,  ,and  rein’d  th’  obedient  clouds, 
Then  from  his  awful  gloom  the  Godhead  fpoke, 

And  at  his  voice  affrighted  Nature  fhook. 

Vain  Man  1 who  boldly  with  dim  reafon’s  ray 
Vies  with  his  God,  and  rivals  his  full  day  l 
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But  teli  me  now,  fay  how  this  beauteous  frame* 
Of  all  things  from  the  womb  of  Nothing  came. 
When  Nature’s  Lord,  with  one  Almighty  call. 
From  no-where  rais’d  the  worlds  capacious  ball  ? 
Say  if  thy  hand  diredts  the  various  rounds 
Of  the  vaft  earth,  and  circumfcribes  the  bounds  ? 
How  orbs  oppos’d  to  orbs  amid  the  iky 
In  concert  move,  and  dance  in  harmony  ? 

What  wondrous  pillars  their  foundations  bear. 
When  hung  felf-balanc’d  in  the  fluid  air  ? 

Why  the  vaft  tides  fometimes  with  wanton  play 
In  ihining  mazes  gently  glide  away  $ 

Anon,  why  fwelling  with  impetuous  ftores 
Tumultuous  tumbling  thunder  to  the  ihores  ? 

By  thy  command  does  fair  Aurora  rife, 

And  gild  with  purple  beams  the  bluihing  ikies  ? 
The  warbling  lark  falutes  her  cheerful  ray. 

And  welcomes  with  his  fong  the  rifing  day  $ 

The  riling  day  ambrolial  dew  diftils, 

Th’  ambrolial  dew  with  balmy  odour  fills 

The  flow’rs,  the  flow’rs  rejoice,  and  Nature  fmiles, 

Why  Night,  in  fable  rob’d,  as  daylight  fades, 

O ’er  half  the  nations  draws  her  awful  fhades  ? 

Now  peaceful  Nature  lies  diffus’d  in  eafe, 

A folemn  ftillnefs  reigns  o’er  land  and  feass 
Sleep  fheds  o’er  all  his  balm  ! to  lleep  refign’d 
Birds,  beafts,  lie  hufli’d,  and  bufy  humankind, f 
No  air  of  breath  difturbs  the  drowfy  woods. 

No  whifpers  murmur  from  the  filent  floods  ! 

The  moon  fheds  down  a ftlver-ftreaming  light. 

And  glads  the  melancholic  face  of  Night  5 

VARIATIONS. 

* But  tell  me,  Mortal  ! when  thv  Almighty  faid 

Be  made,  ye  worlds  ! how  worlds  at  once  were  made  f 
When  holts  of  angels,  wrapt  in  wonder,  fang 
His  praife,  as  order  from  diforder  fjprung. 

f No  more  the  monfters  of  the  defert  roar. 

Doubling  the  terrors  of  the  midnight  hour# 

The  fowl,  the  fifties,  to  repofe  refign’d. 

All,  all  lie  hurtl’d,  and  bufy  humankind. 

The  fainting  murmur  dies  upon  thefloods,‘ 

Ansi  figfeing  breezes  lull  the  drowfy  woods, 
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Now  clouds  fwift-fkimming  veil  her  fully ’d  ray, 

Now  bright  /he  blazes  with  a fuller  day.* 

The  ftars  in  order  twinkle  in  the  Ikies, 

And  fall  in  filence,  and  in  filence  rife  ; 50 

Till,  as  a giant  ftrong,  a bridegroom  gay, 

The  Sun  lprings  dancing  thro’  the  gates  of  Day  : 

He  fhakes  his  dewy  locks,  and  hurls  his  beams 
O’er  the  proud  hilis,  and  down  the  glowing  ftreams  : 
His  fiery  couriers  bound  above  the  main,  5 5 

And  whirl  the  car  along  the  ethereal  plain  ; 

The  fiery  courfers  and  the  car  difplay 
A dream  of  glory  and  a flood  of  day. 

Did  e’er  thy  eye  defcend  into  the  deep  ? 

Or  haft  thou  feen  where  infant  tempefts  fleep  ? Co 

Was  e’er  the  grave  or  regions  of  the  night 
Yet  trod  by  thee,  or  open’d  to  thy  fight  ? 

Has  Death  difclos’d  to  thee  her  gloomy  ftate, 

The  ghaftly  forms,  the  various  woes,  that  wait 
In  terrible  array  before  her  awful  gate  ? 65 

Know’ft  thou  where  darknels  bears  eternal  fway, 

Or  where  the  fource  of  everlafting  day  ? 

Say,  while  the  driving  hail  with  rulhing  found 
Pours  from  on  high  and  rattles  on  the  ground  ? 

Why  hover  fnows,  down-wav’ring  by  degrees,  70 
Shine  from  the  hills,  or  glitter  from  the  trees  ? 

Say,  why  in  lucid  drops  the  balmy  rain 

With  fparkling  gems  impearls  the  fpangled  plain  ? 

Or,  gath’ring  in  the  vale,  a current  flows. 

And  on  each  flow’r  a fudden  fpring  beftows  ? 75 

Say,  why  with  gentle  fighs  the  ev’ning  breeze 
Salutes  the  flow’rs,  or  murmurs  thro’  the  trees  ? 

Or  why  loud  winds  in  ftorms  of  vengeance  fly. 

Howl  o’er  the  main,  and  thunder  in  the  fky  ? 

Say,  to  what  wondrous  magazines  repair  Bo 

The  vlewlefs  beings  when  ferene  the  air, 

Till,  from  their  dungeons  loos’d,  they  roar  aloud, 
Upturn  whole  oceans,  and  tofs  cloud  on  cloud 3 

VARIATION. 

* N<*w  b-right  the  Wales,  and  fupplies  tti*  day. 
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While  waves  encountering  waves,  in  mountains  driv’n, 
Swell  to  the  Harry  vault,  and  dafh  the  heaven  ? $5 

Know’ll  thou  why  comets  threaten  in  the  air, 

Heralds  of  woe,  deilru£lion,  and  defpair, 

The  plague,  the  fword,  and  all  the  forms  of  war  ? 

On  ruddy  wings  why  forky  lightning  flies. 

And  rolling  thunder  grumbles  in  the  Ikies  ? 9® 

Say,  can  thy  voice,  when  luitry  Sirius  reigns. 

And  funs  intenfely  glowing  cleave  the  plains, 

Th’  exhaufted  urns  of  thirlty  fprings  fuppiy. 

And  mitigate  the  fever  of  the  Iky  ? 

Or,  when  the  heavens  are  charg’d  with  gloomy  clouds, 
And  half  the  Ikies  precipitate  in  floods,  96 

Chafe  the  dark  horror  of  the  Itorm  away, 

Reftrain  the  deluge,  and  rellore  the  day  f 
By  thee  does  Summer  deck  herfelf  with  charms, 

Or  hoary  Winter  lock  his  frozen  arms  ? 10© 

Say  if  thy  hand  inflru£t  the  role  to  glow, 

Or  to  the  lily  give  unfuliy’d  lnow  j 

Teach  fruits  to  knit  from  bloffoms  by  degrees. 

Swell  into  orbs,  and  load  the  bending  trees. 

Whole  various  kinds  a various  hue  unfold,  105 

With  crlmfon  blufii,  or  burnilh  into  gold  ? 

Say,  why  the  fun  arrays  with  Ihining  dies 
The  gaudy  bow  that  gilds  the  gloomy  Ikies  ? 

He  from  his  urn  pours  forth  his  golden  ftreams. 

And  humid  clouds  imbibe  the  glitt’ring  beams  j 1 19 
Sweetly  the  varying  colours  fade  or  rife, 

And  the  vail  arch  embraces  half  the  fkies. 

Say,  didil  thou  give  the  mighty  feas  their  bars. 

Fill  air  with  fowl,  or  light  up  heaven  with  liars, 
Whofe  thoufand  times  ten  thoufand  lamps  dilplay 
A friendly  radiance,  mingling  ray  with  ray  ? 1 1 5 

Say,  canll  thou  rule  the  couriers  of  the  fun. 

Or  lalh  the  lazy  fign,  Bootes,  on  ? 

Doll  thou  inftru6l  the  eagle  how  to  fly. 

To  mount  the  viewlefs  winds,  and  tow’r  the  fky  ? 12® 
On.  founding  pinions  borne,  he  foars,  and  fhrouds 
His  proud  alpiring  head  among  the  clouds  5 
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Strong-pounc’d  and  fierce  he  darts  upon  Ins  prey, 

He  fails  in  triumph  thro’  the  ethereal  way. 

Bears  on  the  fun,  and  bafks  in  open  day.  12$ 

Does  the  dread  king  and  terror  of  the  wood, 

The  lion,  from  thy  hand  expe6I  his  food  ? 

Stung  with  keen  hunger  from  his  den  he  comes, 
Ranges  the  plains,  and  o’er  the  foreft  roams  5 
He  fnuffs  the  track  of  beads,  he  fiercely  roars,*  130 
Doubling  the  horrors  of  the  midnight  hours  j 
With  fullen  majefty  he  ftalks  away, 

And  the  rocks  tremble  while  he  feeks  his  prey  ; 
Dreadful  he  grins  ! he  rends  the  favage  brood 
With  unfheath’d  paws,  and  churns  the  fpouting  blood. 
Doft  thou  with  thunder  arm  the  gen’rous  horfe,  136 
Add  nervous  limbs  or  fwiftnefs  for  the  courfe  ? 

Fleet  as  the  wind,  he  fhoots  along  the  plain. 

And  knows  no  check,  nor  hears  the  curbing  reign  ; 
His  fiery  eye-balls,  formidably  bright,  140 

Dart  a fierce  glory  and  a dreadful  light  5 
Pleas’d  with  the  clank  of  arms  and  trumpets’  found, 
He  bounds,  and  prancing  paws  the  trembling  ground  5 
He  fnuffs  the  promis’d  battle  from  afar, 

Neighs  at  the  captains’  fhouts  and  thunder  of  the  war  ; 
Rous’d  with  the  noble  din  and  martial  fight,  146 
He  pants  with  tumults  of  fevere  delight  $ 

His  iprightiy  blood  an  even  courfe  dildains, 

Pours  from  his  heart,  and  charges  in  his  veins ; 

He  braves  the  fpear,  and  mocks  the  twanging  bow, 
Demands  the  fight,  and  rufhes  on  the  foe,  151 

CHAP.  XLIII.  OF  ECCLESIASTIC  US 

PARAPHRASED. 

THE  fun  that  rolls  his  beamy  orb  on  high. 

Pride  of  the  world,  and  glory  of  the  fky, 
Illuftrious  in  his  courfe,  in  bright  array 
Marches  along  the  heavens,  and  fcatters  day 
O’er  earth,  and  o’er  the  main,  and  thro’  th’  ethereal  way, 

VARIATION. 

* He  mocks  the  beating  ftorms  and  wintry  fhow’rs. 

Making  night  hideous  as  he  fternly  rears. 


PARAPHRASES*  | i 

He  in  the  mom  renews  his  radiant  round!,  6 

And  warms  the  fragrant  bofom  of  the  ground  5 
But  ere  the  noon  of  day  in  fiery  gleams 
He  darts  the  giory  of  his  blazing  beams  3 
Beneath  the  burnings  of  his  fultry  ray  2o 

Earth  to  her  centre  pierc’d  admits  the  day  3 
Huge  vales  expand  where  rivers  roll’d  before, 

And  leflen’d  Teas  contrail  within  their  fhore. 

O Pow’r  lupreme  ! O high  above  all  height ! 

Thou  gav’ft  the  fun  to  fhine,  and  thou  art  lights  i J 
Whether  he  falls  or  riles  in  the  Ikies, 

He  by  thy  voice  is  taught  to  fall  or  rife  3 
Swiftly  he  moves,  refulgent  in  his  fphere, 

And  meafures  out  the  day,  the  month,  and  year  5 
He  drives  the  hours  along  with  flower  pace,  20 

The  minutes  rufii  away,  impetuous  in  their  race  3 
He  wakes  the  fiow’rs  that  fleep  within  the  earth, 

And  calls  the  fragrant  infants  out  to  birth  3 
The  fragrant  infants  paint  th’  enamell’d  vales, 

And  native  incenfe  loads  the  balmy  gales  5 2 j 

The  balmy  gales  the  fragrancy  convey 
To  heaven,  and  to  their  God  an  offering  pay. 

By  thy  command,  the  moon,  as  daylight  fades, 
Eifts  her  broad  circle  in  the  deep’ning  fhades  5 
Array’d  in  glory,  and  enthron’d  in  light,  30 

She  breaks  the  folemn  terrors  of  the  night  5 
Sweetly  inconftant  in  her  varying  flame. 

She  changes  ftill,  another,  yet  the  fame  ! 

Now  in  decreafe  by  flow  degrees  fhe  fhrouds 

Her  fading  luftre  in  a veil  of  clouds  3 35 

Now  at  increafe,  her  gathering  beams  difplay 

A blaze  of  light,  and  give  a paler  day  3 

Ten  thoufand  ftars  adorn  her  glitt’ring  train, 

Fall  when  fhe  falls,  and  rile  with  her  again. 

And  o’er  the  deferts  of  the  fky  unfold  40 

Their  burning  l'pangles  of  fiderial  gold  : 

Thro’  the  wide  heavens  fhe  moves  ferenely  bright, 
Queen  of  the  gay  attendants  of  the  night  3 
Orb  above  orb  in  fweet  confufion  lies, 

And  with  a bright  diforder  paints  the  Ikies,  45 
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The  Lord  of  Nature  fram’d  the  IhowVy  bow, 
Turn’d  its  gay  arch,  and  bade  its  colours  glow  $ 

Its  radiant  circle  compares  the  fkies, 

And  lweetly  the  rich  tin&ures  faint  and  rife  $ 

It  bids  the  horrors  of  the  ftorm  to  ceafe,  50 

Adorns  the  clouds,  and  makes  the  tempeft  pleafe. 

He,  when  deep-rolling  clouds  blot  out  the  day* 
And  thund’rous  (forms  a folemn  gloom  difplay. 

Pours  down  a wat’ry  deluge  from  on  high, 

And  opens  all  the  fluices  of  the  fky  $ 55 

High  o’er  the  (hores  the  rufhing  (urge  prevails, 

Burfts  o’er  the  plain,  and  roars  along  the  vales  5 
Dafhing  abruptly  dreadful  down  it  comes, 

Tumbling  thro'  rocks,  and  toffes,  whirls,  and  foams  ; 
Mean  time,  from  ev’ry  region  of  the  Iky  60 

Red  burning  bolts  in  forky  vengeance  fly  $ 

Dreadfully  bright  o’er  leas  and  earth  they  glare. 

And  burfts  of  thunder  rend  th’  encumber’d  air: 

At  once  the  thunders  of  th’  Almighty  found, 

Heav’n  lours,  defcend  the  floods,  and  rocks  the  ground  ! 

He  gives  the  furious  whirlwind  wings  to  fly,  66 
To  rend  the  earth,  and  wheel  along  the  fky  5 
In  circling  eddies  whirl’d,  it  roars  aloud. 

Drives  wave  on  wave,  and  dafhes  cloud  pn  cloud  : 
Where’er  it  moves  it  lays  whole  forefts  l^w,  70 

And  at  the  blafl  eternal  mountains  bow  ; 

While  tearing  up  the  lands,  in  drifts  they  rife, 

And  half  the  deierts  mount  the  burden’d  fkies. 

He,  from  aerial  treafures,  downward  pours 
Sheets  of  unlully’d  fnow  in  lucid  fhow’rs  5 75 

Flake  after  flake,  thro’  air  thick -wav’ring  flies, 

Till  one  vaft  fhining  wafte  all  Nature  lies  ; 

Then  the  proud  hills  a virgin  whitenefs  fhed, 

A dazzling  brightnefs  glitters  from  the  mead  5 
The  hoary  trees  reflect  a fdver  fhow,  So 

And  groves  beneath  the  lovely  burden  bow. 

He  from  loofe  vapours  with  an  icy  chain 
Rinds  the  round  hail  and  moulds  the  harden’d  rain  5 
The  flony  tempeft  with  a rufhing  found 
Beats  the  firm  glebe  refulting  from  the  ground  5 85 
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Swiftly  it  falls,  ancl  as  it  falls  invades 

The  rifing  herb,  or  breaks  the  fp reading  blades  ; 

While  infant  flow’rs  that  rais’d  their  bloomy  heads, 
Crufh’d  by  its  fury,  fmk  into  their  beds. 

When  ftormy  winter  from  the  frozen  north  90 

Borne  on  his  icy  chariot  ifliies  forth, 

The  biafted  groves  their  verdant  pride  refign. 

And  billows  harden’d  into  cryftal  fhine  : 

Sharp  blows  the  rigour  of  the  piercing  winds, 

And  the  proud  floods  as  with  a breaft-plate  binds  j 95 
Ev'n  the  proud  leas  forget  in  tides  to  roll 
Beneath  the  freezings  of  the  northern  pole  5 
There  waves  on  waves  in  folid  mountains  rife, 

And  Alps  of  ice  invade  the  wond’ring  (kies. 

While  gulfs  below  and  flipp’ry  vallies  lie,  *0© 

And  with  a dreadful  brightnefs  pain  the  eye : 

But  if  warm  winds  a warmer  air  reftore, 

And  fofter  breezes  bring  a genial  Ihow’r, 

The  genial  fhow’r  revives  the  cheerful  plain, 

And  the  huge  hills  flow  down  into  the  main.  105 
When  the  feas  rage  and  loud  the  ocean  roars, 

When  foaming  billows  lafli  the  founding  fnores. 

If  he  in  thunder  bid  the  waves  fubfide. 

The  waves  obedient  fink  upon  the  tide, 

A fudden  peace  controls  the  limpid  deep,  no 

And  the  ftill  waters  in  foft  fdence  deep  : 

Then  heaven  lets  down  a golden-ftreaming  ray. 

And  all  the  broad  expaniion  flames  with  day  j 
In  the  clear  glafs  the  mariners  defcry 
A fun  inverted  and  a downward  iky.  1 1 5 

They  who  advent’rous  plough  the  wat’ry  way 
The  dreadful  wonders  of  the  deep  furvey  ; 

Familiar  with  the  ftorms  their  fails  unbind, 

Tempt  the  rough  blaft,  and  bound  before  the  wind  : 
Now  high  they  mount,  now  {hoot  into  a vale,  120 
Now  fmooth  their  courfe,  and  lend  before  the  gale. 
There  rolling  monfters,  arm'd  in  fcaly  pride, 

Flounce  m the  billows,  and  dafh  round  the  tide  5 
There  huge  Leviathan  unwieldy  moves, 

Anti  thro’  the  waves  a living  ifland  roves  5 125 
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In  dreadful  pafllme  terribly  he  lports, 

And  the  vaft  ocean  lcarce  his  weight  fupports  § 
Where’er  he  turns  the  hoary  deeps  divide, 

He  breathes  a tempell  and  he  Ipouts  a tide  ! 

Thus,  Lord  ! the  wonders  or  earth,  lea,  and  air, 

Thy  boundlefs  wiidom  and  thy  power  declare  : 13$ 

Thou,  high  in  glory,  and  in  might  lerene, 

Seeft  and  mov’d:  all,  thyfelf  unmov’d,  unleen. 

Should  men  and  angels  join  in  longs  to  raife 
A grateful  tribute  equal  to  thy  praife,  135 

Yet  far  thy  glory  would  their  praife  outlhine, 

Tho’  men  and  angels  in  the  long  Ihould  join  : 

For  though  this  earth  with  Ikill  divine  is  wrought. 
Above  the  guefs  of  man  or  angel’s  thought, 

Yet  in  the  l’paeious  regions  of  the  Ikies,  14a 

New  fcene$  unfold,  and  worlds  on  worlds  arife  1 
There  other  orbs  round  other  funs  advance. 

Float  on  the  air,  and  run  their  myftic  dance  5 

And  yet  the  pow’r  of  thy  Almighty  hand 

Can  build  another  world  from  ev’ry  fand  ; 145 

And  though  vain  man  arraign  thy  high  decree. 

Still  this  is  juft  ! what  is,  that  ought  to  be.*  14^ 

* Evidently  wrong,  but  fo  in  edit.  1779.  The  line  is  not  in  edit.  175©* 
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DAPHNIS  AND  LYCIDAS. 

A PASTORAL. 

They  Gisg  the  different  fuccefs  and  abfence  ©f  their  Loves. 

Wo  the  Right  Hon,  the  Lord  Vijcount  'TG'ivnJbend , of  Rainham  m 
Norfolk , Knight  of  the  moft  noble  Order  of  the  Garter , and  Pr  'm~ 
afal  Secretary  of  State  to  his  Majefy. 


u Sylvse  funt  Confute  dignje.1*  Firg. 

DAPHNIS. 

HOW  calm  the  evening  ! &e  the  falling  day 
Gilds  ev’ry  mountain  with  a ruddy  ray  ! 

In  gentle  fighs  the  foftly  whifp’ring  breeze 
Salutes,  the  flow’rs,  and  waves  the  trembling  trees. 
Hark ! the  night-warbler  from  yon  vocal  boughs  5 
Glads  ev’ry  valley  with  melodious  woes  : 

Swift  thro’  the  air  her  rounds  the  iwallow  takes, 

Or  fportive  fkims  the  level  of  the  lakes  5 
The  tim’rous  deer,  fwift- darting  as  they  graze. 

Bound  off  in  crowds,  then  turn  again  and  gaze.  1® 
See  how  von  fwans,  with  fnowy  pride  elate, 

Arch  their  high  necks  and  fail  along  in  date  ! 

Thy  frifking  flocks  fafe-wand’ring  crop  the  plain. 

And  the  glad  fealbn  claims  a gladlome  drain. 

Begin — Ye  Echoes  ! liften  to  the  fong,  7 5 

And,  with  its  fweetnefs  pleas’d,  each  note  prolong, 
|,YC*  Sing,  Mufe!— and  O,  may  Townfhend  deign  i® 
What  the  Mule  fmgs  ! to  Townfhend  this  is  due,  [view 
Who,  carrying  with  him  all  the  world  admires, 

From  all  the  world  illudrioufly  retires,  2© 

And  calmly  wand’ring  in  his  Rainham,  roves 
By  lake,  or  fpring,  by  thicket,  lawn,  or  groves. 

Where  verdant  hills,  or  vales,  where  fountains  dray. 
Charm  ev’ry  thought  of  idle  pomp  away  ; 

Unenvy ’d  views  the  fplendid  toils  of  date,  25 

In  private  happy,  as  in  public  great. 

Thus  godlike  Scipio,  onwhofe  cares  reclin’d 
The  burden  and  repofe  of  half  mankind, 
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Left  to  the  vain  their  pomp,  and  calmly  ftray’d. 

The  world  forgot  beneath  the  laurel  fhade ; 30 

Nor  longer  would  be  great,  but  void  of  ftrife, 

Clos’d  in  foft  peace  his  eve  of  glorious  life. 

Feed  round,  my  goats ! ye  fheep  in  fafety  graze  ; 

Ye  winds  ! breathe  gently,  while  I tune  my  lays. 

The  joyous  fpring  draws  nigh  ; ambrpual  fhow’rs 
Unbind  the  earth,  the  earth  unbinds  theflow’rs  j 36 
The  flow’rs  blow  lweet,  the  daffodils  unfold 
The  fpreading  glories  of  their  blooming  gold. 

D aph.  As  the  gay  hours  advance  the  bloffoms  fhoot, 
The  knitting  bloffoms  harden  into  fruit  $ 40 

And  as  the  autumn  by  degrees  enfues, 

The  mellowing  fruits  difplay  their  ftreaky  hues. 

lyc.  When  the  winds  whiffle  and  the  tempeft  roars, 
When  foaming  billows  lafh  the  founding  fhores, 

The  blooming  beauties  of  the  paffures  die,  45 

And  in  gay  heaps  of  fragrant  ruin  lie.  [binds 

da ph.  Severe  the  ftorms  when  fhudd’ring  winter 
The  earth  ; but  winter  yields  to  vernal  winds. 

O Love  ! thy  rigour  my  whole  life  deforms  $ 

More  cold  than  winter,  more  fevere  than  fforms  ! 50 

LYC.  Sweet  is  the  fpring,  and  gay  the  fummer  hours^ 
When  balmy  odours  breathe  from  painted  flow’rs  5 
But  neither  fweet  the  fpring,  nor  fummer  gay, 

When  fhe  I love,  my  charmer ! is  away. 

daph.  To  lavage  rocks,  thro’  bleak  inclement  Ikies, 
Deaf  as . thofe  racks,  from  me  mv  fair  one  dies  : 56 

O Virgin  ! ceafe  to  fly  ; th’  inclement  air 
May  hurt  thy  charms — but  thou  half  charms  to  fpare  1 
lyc.  I love,  and  ever  fhall  my  love  remain 
The  faireft,  kind  eft  virgin  of  the  plain ; 60 

With  equal  pallion  her  loft  bol'om  glows. 

Feels  the  fweet  pains,  and  fhares  the  heavenly  woes. 

daph.  With  a feign’d  paffion  fhe  I love  beguiles, 
And  gayly  falfe  the  dear  diffembler  fmiles  $ 

But  let  her  ftiil  thofe  bleft  deceits  employ,  65 

Still  may  fhe  feign,  and  cheat  me  into  joy. 

LYC.  On  yonder  bank  the  yielding  nymph  reclin’d  $ 
Gods  1 how  transported  I and  fhe  how  kind  ! 
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There  rife,  ye  flow’rs  ! and  there  your  pride  difplay. 
There  filed  your  odours  where  the  fair  one  lay  ! 70 

daph.  Once  as  my  fair  one  in  the  roly  bow’r 
In  gentle  {lumbers  pafs’d  the  noontide  hour. 

Soft  I approach’d,  and,  raptur’d  with  the  blifs, 

At  Teifure  gaz’d,  then  hole  a frlent  kifs. 

She  wak’d  $ when  confcious  fmiles,  but  ill  repreft,  75 
Spoke  no  difdain. — Was  ever  Twain  fo  bled  ! 

Lyc.  With  fragrant  apples  from  the  bending  bough 
In  ipdrt  my  charmer  gave  her  Twain  a blow  $ 

The  fair  offender,  of  my  wrath  afraid, 

Fled  till  I feiz’d  and  kifs’d  the  blooming  maid,  80 
She  Irnil  'd,  and  vow’d  if  thus  her  crimes  I pay. 

She  would  offend  a thotiTand  times'a-day. 

daph.  O’er  the  deep  mountain  and  the  pathlefs  mead 
From  my  embrace  the  lovely  fcorner  fled, 

But  {fumbling  in  the  flight,  by  chance  die  fell : 85 

I faw — but  what— her  lover  will  not  tell. 

lyc.  From  me  my  fair  one  fled,  diffembling  play* 
Aftd  in  the  dark  conceal’d  the  wanton  lay  ; 

But  laugh’d,  and  fhew’d  by  the  dire£Ting  found 
She  only  hid  in  fecret  to  be  found.  90 

daph.  Far  hence  to  happier  climes  Belinda  drays* 
But  in  my  bread  her  lovely  image  days  : 

O to  thele  plains  again,  bright  Nymph  ! repair. 

Or  from  my  bread  far  hence  thy  image  bear. 

lyc.  Come,  Delia!  come  } till  Delia  blefs  thefe  Teats, 
Hide  me,  ye  groves,  within  your  dark  retreats  : 9'$ 

In  hollow  groans,  ye  winds,  around  me  blow  5 
Ye  bubbling  fountains,  murmur  to  my  woe. 

daph.  Where’er  Belinda  roves,  ye  Zephirs ! play  ; 
Where’er  fhe  treads,  ye  flow’rs,  adorn  the  way  10© 
Frorti  fultry  Tuns,  ye  groves,  my  charmer  keep  * 

Ye  bubbling  fountains,  murmur  to  her  deep. 

lyc.  If  dreams  fmooth  wand’ring,  Delia,  yield  de~ 
If  the  gay  rofe  or  lily  pleafe  thy  fight,  [light. 

Smooth  dreams  here  wander,  here  the  rofes  glow,  105 
Here  the  proud  lilies  rile  to  fhade  thy  brow. 

daph.  Aid  me,  ye  Mufes,  while  I loud  proclaim 
What  love  infpires,  and  Ting  Belinda’s  name  ; 
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Waft  it,  ye  breezes,  to  the  hills  around, 

And  fport,  ye  echoes,  with  the  fav’rire  found, 

lyc.  Thy  name,  my  Delia,  fhall  improve  my  £otyg$ 
The  pleafmg  labour  of  my  ravifh’d  tongue  : 

Her  name  to  heaven  propitious  Zephyrs  bear! 

And  breathe  it  to  her  kindred  angels  there. 

daph.  But  fee  ! the  night  difplays  her  ft  any  train* 
Soft  filver  dews  impearl  the  glitt’ring  plain  3 
An  awful  horror  fills  the  gloomy  woods, 

And  bluifh  mifts  rife  from  the  fmoking  floods : 

Hafte,  Daphnis  1 * hafte  to  fold  thy  woolly  care  ; 1 1 § 

The  deep’ning  fhades  imbrown  th’  unwholefome  alto 

A PASTORAL  TO  A YOUNG  LADY* 

Upon  her  leaving  and  return  to  the  Country . 

DAMON. 

SAY,  while  each  fcene  fo  beautiful  appears, 

Why  heaves  thy  bofom,  and  why  flow  thy  tears  } 
See  from  the  clouds  the  fpring  defcends  in  fhow’rs. 
The  painted  vallies  laugh  with  rifmg  flow’rs  ; 

Smooth  flow  the  floods,  foft  breathe  the  vernal  airs  3 5 

The  fpring,  flow’rs,  floods,  confpire  to  charm  our  cares* 
florus.  But  vain  the  pleafure  which  the  feafoli 
The  laughing  vallies  or  the  painted  fields.  [yields* 
No  more,  ye  floods,  in  filver  mazes  flow, 

Smile  not,  ye  flow’rs,  no  more  foft  breezes  blow ! IQ 
Far,  Damon,  far  from  thefe  unhappy  groves 
The  cruel  loVely  Rofalinda  roves. 

dam.  Ah  ! now  I know  why  late  the  op’ning  buds 
Clos’d  up  their  gems,  and  ficken’d  in  the  woods  3 
Why  droop’d  the  lily  in  her  fnowy  pride,  15 

And  why  the  rofe  withdrew  her  fweefs,  and  dy’d* 

For  thee,  fair  Rofalind  ! the  op’ning  buds 
Clos’d  up  their  gems,  and  ficken’d  in  the  woods  ; 

For  thee  the  lily  fhed  her  fnowy  pride. 

For  thee  the  rofe  withdrew  her  fweets,  and  dy’d.  m© 
flor.  See  where  yon  vine  in  foft  embraces  weaves 
Her  wanton  ringlets  with  the  myrtles  leaves  $ 

VARIATION, 

* Ha&e,  Lycidas  ! to  fold,  8s c. 
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There  tun’d  fweet  Philomel  her  fp rightly  lay. 

Both  to  the  riling  and  the  falling  day  : 

But  fmce  fair  Rofalind  forfook  the  plains,  25 

Sweet  Philomel  no  more  renews  her  drains  5 
With  forrow  dumb,  Ihe  difregards  her  lay. 

Nor  greets  the  rifmg  nor  the  falling  day. 

dam.  Say,  O ye  winds,  that  range  the  didant  Ikies, 
Now  fweli’d  to  tempeds  by  my  riling  fighs,  30 

Say,  while  my  Rofalind  delerts  thefe  fhores. 

How  Damon  dies  for  whom  his  foul  adores. 

flor.  Y e murm’ring  fountains,  and  ye  wandering 
That  vifit  various  lands  thro’  various  roads,  [floods, 
Say,  when  ye  find  where  Rofalind  refides,  35 

Say  how  my  tears  increale  your  fwelling  tides. 

' dam.  Tell  me,  I charge  you,  O ye  Sylvan  Iwains, 
Who  range  the  mazy  grove  or  flow’ry  plains, 

Befide  what  fountain,  in  what  breezy  bow’r, 

Reclines  my  charmer  in  the  noontide  hour  ? 40 

flor.  Soft,  I adjure  you  by  the  Ikipping  fawns, 
By  the  fleet  roes  that  bound  along  the  lawns, 

Soft  tread,  ye  virgin-daughters  of  the  grove, 

Nor  with  your  dances  wake  my  deeping  love. 

dam.  Return,  O virgin  ! and  if  proud  difdain  45 
Arm  thy  fierce  foul,  return,  enjoy  my  pain  : 

If  pleas’d  thou  view’d  a faithful  lover’s  cares. 

Thick  rile,  ye  fighs  ! in  floods  defcend,  ye  tears  ! 

flor.  Return,  O virgin  ! while  in  verdant  meads 
By  lprings  we  fport,  or  dream  on  fiow’ry  beds,  50 
She  weaiy  wanders  thro’  the  defert  way, 

The  food  of  wolves,  or  hungry  lions’  prey. 

dam.  Ah  ! fhield  her,  heav’n  ! your  rage,  ye  beads, 
Thofe  are  not  limbs  for  favages  to  tear!  [forbear  ! 
Adieu,  ye  meads  ! with  her  thro’  wilds  I go,  55 

O ’er  burning  lands  or  everlafling  fnow  j 
With  her  I wander  thro’  the  defert  way. 

The  food  of  wolves,  or  hungry  lions’  prey. 

flor.  Come,  Rofalind  ’ before  the  wintry  clouds 
Frown  o’er  th’  aerial  vault,  and  rufh  in  floods  5 6© 

Ere  raging  dorms  howl  o’er  the  frozen  plains  j 
Thv  charm*  may  fufFer  by  the  dorms  or  rain* 
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dam.  Come,  Rofalind  I O come  ! then  Infant  flow  t§ 
Shall  bloom  and  fmile,  and  form  their  charms  by  yours ; 
By  you  the  lily  lhall  her  white  compofe,  6 5 

Y our  biulh  lhall  add  new  blulhes  to  the  rofe  j 
Bach  flow’ry  mead  and  ev'ry  tree  flaall  bud, 

And  fuller  honours  clothe  the  youthful  wood. 

flor.  Yet,  ah  ! forbear  to  urge  thy  homeward  way 
While  fultry  funs  infell  the  glowing  day  : 70 

The  fultry  iuns  thy  beauties  may  impair— 

Yet  hafte  away,  for  thou  art  now  too  fair.  [play  » 
dam.  Hark!  from  yon bow’r  what  airs  foft-warbled 
My  foul  takes  wing  to  meet  th’  enchanting  lay  . 
Silence,  ye  nightingales  ! — attend  the  voice  $ 75 

While  thus  it  warbles  all  your  longs  are  noife. 

flor.  See  from  the  bow’r  a form  majeftic  moves. 
And  lmoothly  gliding,  Ihines  along  the  groves  ! 

Say,  comes  a goddefs  from  the  golden  fpheres  ? 79 

A goddefs  comes,  or  Rofalind  appears  ! [day  i 

dam.  Shine  forth,  thou  fun  ! bright  ruler  of  the 
And  where  Ihe  treads,  ye  flow’rs,  adorn  the  way  : 
Rejoice,  ye  groves,  my  heart,  difmils  thy  cares  5 
My  goddefs  comes  1 my  Rofalind  appears  1 84 
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MELANCHOLY,  AN  ODE, 

Occafioned  by  the  Death  of  a beloved  Daughter , 1723= 

ADIEU  vain  mirth  and  noiiy  joys. 

Ye  gay  defires,  deluding  toys  1 
Thou,  thoughtful  Melancholy,  deign 
To  hide  me  in  thy  penfive  train. 

If  by  the  fall  of  murm’ring  floods. 

Where  awful  fhades  imbrown  the  woods, 

Or  if  where  winds  in  caverns  groan 
Thou  wand’reft  filent  and  alone  5 

Come,  blifsful  Mourner ! wifely  fad. 

In  forrow’s  garb,  in  fable  clad. 

Henceforth  thou,  Care,  my  hours  employ  s 
Sorrow  ! be  thou  henceforth  my  joy. 

By  tombs  where  fullen  fpirits  (talk, 

Familiar  with  the  dead  I walk, 

While  to  my  lighs  and  groans  by  turns 
From  graves  the  midnight  echo  mourns. 

Open  thy  marble  jaws,  O tomb ! 

Thou  earth,  conceal  me  in  thy  womb  ; 

■ And  you,  ye  worms  ! this  frame  confound, 

Ye  brother  reptiles  of  the  ground. 

O life  ! frail  offspring  of  a day  ! 

’Tis  puff’d  with  one  fhortgafp  away  I 
Swift  as  the  fhort-liv’d  flow’r  it  files  : 

It  fprings,  it  blooms,  it  fades,  it  dies  [ 

With  cries  we  ufher  in  our  birth. 

With  groans  refign  our  tranfient  breath  $ 

While  round,  ftern  minifters  of  fate  l 
Pain,  and  Difeafe,  and  Sorrow,  wait. 

While  childhood  reigns,  the  fportive  boy 
Learns  only  prettily  to  toy  ; 

And  while  he  roves  from  play  to  play, 

The  wanton  trifles  life  away. 
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When  to  the  noon  of  life  we  rife, 

The  man  grows  elegant  in  vice  ; 

To  glorious  guilt  in  courts  he  climbs. 
Vilely  judicious  in  his  crimes. 

When  youth  and  ftrength  in  age  are  loft, 
Man  feems  already  half  a ghoft  j 
Wither’d  and  wan,  to  earth  he  bows, 


A walking  hofpital  of  woes  ! 40 

0 happinefs  ! thou  empty  name  ! 

Say,  art  thou  bought  by  gold  or  fame  ? 

What  art  thou,  gold  ! but  fhining  earth  ? 

Thou,  common  fame!  but  common  breath  ? 44 

If  virtue  contradi£l  the  voice 
Of  public  fame,  applaufe  is  noife. 

Ev’n  vi6lors  are  by  conqueft  curft  5 

The  braveft  warrior  is  the  worft.  4.8 

Look  round  on  all  that  man  below 
Idly  calls  great,  and  all  is  ftiow  : 

All,  to  the  coffin  from  our  birth. 

In  this  vaft  toyfhop  of  the  earth.  52 

Come  then,  O friend  of  virtuous  woe, 

With  folemn  pace,  demure,  and  flow  l 
Lo  ! fad  and  ferious  I purfue 

Thy  fteps — Adieu,  vain  world ! adieu.  5 6 


THE  COY, 

AN  ODE. 

LOVE  is  a noble,  rich  repaft, 

But  feldom  ffiould  the  lover  tafte ; 

When  the  kind  fair  no  more  reftrains, 

The  glutton  furfeits  and  difdains.  4 

To  move  the  nymph  he  tears  bellows  $ 

He  vainly  fighs,  he  falfely  vows  : 

The  tears  deceive,  the  vows  betray ; 

He  conquers,  and  contemns  the  prey.  3 

Thus  Ammon’s  fon  with  fierce  delight 
Smil’d  at  the  terrors  of  the  fight  $ 
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^Thc  thoughts  of  conqueft  charm’d  his  eyes  5 
He  conquer’d,  and  he  wept  the  prize.  i 

Dove,  like  a profpe6l,  with  delight 
Sweetly  deceives  the  diftant  light. 

Where  the  tir’d  travellers  furvey 

O’er  hanging  rocks  a dang’rous  way.  z£ 

Ye  fair  ! that  would  vi&orious  prove. 

Seem  but  half  kind  when  mod:  ye  love  i 
Damon  purfues  if  Caelia  flies, 

But  when  her  love  is  born,  his  dies.  io 

Had  Danae  the  young,  the  fair, 

Been  free  and  unconfin’d as  air  $ 

Free  from  the  guards  and  brazen  tow’r. 

She’d  ne’er  been  worth  a golden  Ihow’r.  24 
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PART  OF  THE  TENTH  BOOK  OF 

THE  ILIADS  OF  HOME K, 

IN  THE  STYLE  OF  MILTON. 

NOW  high  advanc’d  the  night ; o’er  all  the  hod 
Sleep  died  his  lofted  balm  : redleis  alone 
Atrides  lay,  and  cares  revolv’d  on  cares. 

As  when  with  riling  vengeance  gloomy  Jove 
Pours  down  a wat’ry  deluge,  or  in  dorms  5 

Of  hail  or  fnow  commands  the  gorey  jaws 
Of  war  to  roar,  thio’  all  the  kindling  Ikies 
With  flaming  wings  on  lightnings  lightnings  play  ; 

So,  while  Atrides.  meditates  the  war, 

Sighs  alter  fighs  burft  from  his  manly  bread,  10 

And  fhake  his  inmoft  foul : round  o’er  the  fields 
To  Troy  he  turns  his  eyes,  and  round  beholds 
A thoufand  fires  blaze  dreadful ! thro’  his  ears 
Fades  the  direful  fymphony  of  war, 

Of  fife  or  pipe,  and  the  loud  hum  of  hods  s 5 

Strikes  him  ditrnay’d  ; now  o’er  the  Grecian  tents 
His  eyes  he  rolls  5 now  from  his  royal  head 
Rends  the  fair  curl  in  lacrifice  to  Jove, 

And  his  brave  heart  heaves  with  imperial  woes. 

Thus  groans  the  thoughtful  king  j at  length  refolves 
To  leek  the  Pylian  fage,  in  wife  debate  21 

To  ripen  high  defigns,  and  from  the  fword 
Preferve  his  banded  legions.  Pale  and  fad 
Uprofe  the  monarch  ; indant  o’er  his  bread 
A robe  he  threw,  and  on  his  royal  feet 
Glitter’d  the  embroider’d  fandals  ; o’er  his  back 
A dreadful  ornament,  a lion’s  fpoils, 

With  hideous  grace  down  to  his  ancles  hung  5 
Fierce  in  his  hand  he  graip’d  a glitt’ring  i'pear. 

With  equal  care  was  Menelaus  tois’d  ; 30 

Sleep  from  his  temples  ded  : h';s  gen’rcus  heart 
Felt  all  his  people’s  woes,  who  in  his  caufe 
Stemm’d  the  proud  main,  and  nobly  deed  in  arms 
Confronting  death.  A leopard’s  Ipotted  fpoils 
Terrific  clad  his  limbs  $ a brazen  helm  3$ 
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Beam’d  on  his  head,  and  in  his  hand  a fpear, 

Forth  from  his  tent  the  royal  Spartan  ftrode. 

To  wake  the  king  of  men : him  wak’d  he  found 
Clafplng  his  polifh’d  arms  : with  rifing  joy 
The  heroes  meet ; the  Spartan  thus  began  : 

6C  Why  thus  in  arms,  my  Prince ! Send ’ft  thou 
<c  To  view  the  Trojan  hoft  ? alas  ! I fear 
<£  Left  the  moft  dauntlefs  fons  of  glorious  war 
(i  Shrink  at  the  bold  deftgn.  This  talk  demands 
<£  A foul  refolv’d  to  pafs  the  gloom  of  night,  45 
ce  And  ’midft  her  legions  fearchthe  powers  of  Troy.” 
tc  q prince  he  cries,  “ in  this  difaftrous  hour 
4£  Greece  all  our  counfel  claims $ now,  now  demands 
<£  Our  deepeft  cares.  The  Pow’r  Omnipotent 
<e  Frowns  on  our  arms,  but  Indies  with  aipe£f  mild  50 
<£  On  Hedlor’s  incenfe.  Heavens  ! what  fon  of  fame 
<£  Renown’d  in  ftory  e’er  fuch  deeds  achiev’d 
<£  In  a whole  life  as  in  one  glorious  day 
<c  This  fav’rite  of  the  Ikies  ? and  yet  a man  ! 

44  A mortal ! born  to  die  ! but  fuch  his  deeds  55 

<£  As  future  Grecians  ihall  repeat  with  tears 
4£  To  children  yet  unborn.-— -But  hafte,  repair 
ie  To  Ajax  and  Idomeneus  ; we  wake 
4C  Ourfelf the  Pylian  fage  ; to  keep  the  guards 
*£  On  duty  be  his  care  ; for  o’er  the  guards  6o 

v His  fon  prefides  no&urnal,  and  in  arms 
4£  His  great  compeer,  Meriones  the  bold.” 

<£  But  fay,”  rejoins  the  Prince,  ££  thefe  orders  borne, 
ec  There  ftiall  I ltay,  or,  meafuring  back  the  ftiores, 

<£  To  thee  return  ?” — u No  more  return,”  replies 
The  King  of  Hofts,  ££  left  treading  d iff’ rent  ways  66 
<£  We  meet  no  more  5 for  thro’  the  camp  the  ways 
<£  Lie  intricate  and  various  5 but  aloud 
ic  Wake  ev’ry  Greek  to  martial  fame  and  arms  5 
<£  Teach  them  to  emulate  their  godlike  fires,  70 

<£  And  thou  a while  forget  thy  royal  birth, 

(i  And  fhare  a foldier’s  cares.  The  proudeft  king 
££  Is  but  exalted  duft  $ and  when  great  Jove 
*£  Call’d  us  to  life,  and  gave  us  royal  pow’r, 
u He  gave  a fad  pre-eminence  of  woes,”  75 
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He  fpoke,  and  to  the  tent  of  Nedor  turns 
His  Hep  majedic.  On  his  couch  he  found 
The  hoary  warrior  ; all  around  him  lay 
His  arms,  the  (hield,  the  fpears,  the  radiant  helm, 

And  fcarf  of  various  dye  : with  thefe  array’d,  8® 
The  rev’rend  father  to  the  field  of  fame 
Led  his  bold  files  j for  with  a brave  difdain. 

Old  as  he  was,  he  (corn’d  the  eafe  of  age. 
s Sudden  the  monarch  darts,  and  half  uprais’d, 

Thus  to  the  King  aloud  : “ What  art  thou  ? fay.  85 
Why  in  the  camp  alone  ? while  others  deep 
f e Why  wand’red  thou  obfcure  the  midnight  hours  ? 

€e  Seek’d  thou  fome  centinel  or  abfent  friend  ? 

(e  Speak  indant ! — Silent  to  advance  is  death.” 

“ O pride  of  Greece  !”  the  plaintive  King  returns, 
£e  Here  in  thy  tent  thou  Agamemnon  view’d,  91 
€C  A prince  the  mod  unhappy  of  mankind  : 

C(  Woes  I endure  which  none  but  kings  can  feel, 

<c  Which  ne’er  will  ceale  until  forgot  in  death  : 

*c  Penfive  I wander  thro’  the  damp  of  night,  95 

“ Thro’  the  cold  damp  of  night,  didrefs’d,  alone, 
ce  And  deep  has  grown  a dranger  to  my  eyes  : 

The  weight  of  all  the  war,  the  load  of  woes 
€C  That  prefles  ev’ry  Greek,  united  fails 

On  me — the  cares  of  all  the  hod  are  mine  ; 100 

<c  Grief  difcompofes  and  didrafts  my  thoughts  ; 

My  redlefs  panting  heart,  as  if  it  drove 
f*  To  force  its  prifon,  beats  againd  my  fides  ; 

€€  My  drength  is  fail’d,  and  ev’n  my  feet  refufe 
^ To  bear  fo  great  a load  of  wretchednefs  ! 105 

u But  if  thy  wakeful  cares  (for  o’er  thy  head 
^ Wakeful  the  hours  glide  on)  have  aught  matur’d 
*c  Ufeful,  the  thought  unfold.  But  rife,  my  friend! 

Vifit  with  me  the  watches  of  the  night,  109 

€i  Led  tir’d  they  deep  while  Troy  with  all  her  war 
Hangs  o’er  our  tents,  and  now,  perhaps  ev’n  now, 
te  Arms  her  proud  bands.  Arife,  my  friend  ! arife.” 
To  whom  the  Pylian.  C(  Think  not,  mighty  King  * 
Jove  ratifies  vain  Heftor’s  haughty  views  $ 
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u A hidden,  fad  reverfe  of  mighty  woes  ^15 

€(  Waits  that  audacious  viblor,  when  in  arms 
C£  Dreadful  Achilles  Ihines.  But  now  thy  fteps 
<c  Neftor  attends  : be  it  our  care  to  wake 
<c  Sage  Ithacus,  and  Diomed  the  brave, 
ci  Meges  the  bold,  and  in  the  race  renown ’d  12© 

<£  Oilean  Ajax  : to  the  ihips  that  guard 
££  Qutmoft  the  camp  tome  other  ipeed  his  way 
££  To  raife  hern  Ajax  and  the  Cretan  king. 

-£  But  love  nor  rev’rence  to  the  mighty  name 
ci  Of  Menelaus,  nor  thy  wrath,  O K’ng  1 125 

ee  Shall  ftop  my  free  rebuice.  Sleep  is  a crime 
66  When  Agamemnon  wakes  ^ on  him  it  lies 
££  To  ftiare  thy  martial  toils,  to  court  the  peers 
i‘  To  a£l  the  men  : this  hour  claims  all  our  cares.” 

££  Reierve,”  rejoins  the  king, i(  for  future  hours  130 
££  Thy  gen’rous  anger.  Seems  the  royal  youth 
<£  Remifs  ? it  is  not  thro’  indolence  of  ibul, 
e£  But  deference  to  our  pow’r ; for  our  commands 
<£  He  waits,  and  follows  when  we  lead  the  way. 

<£  This  night,  dildaining  reft,  his  fteps  he  bent  135 
<c  To  our  pavilion  : nowth’  illuftrious  peers, 

££  Rais’d  at  his  call,  a choibn  lynod  ftand 
(c  Before  the  gates.  Hafte,  Neftor,  hafte  away.” 

To  whom  the  fage  well  pleas’d,  u In  fuch  brave 
<6  No  Greek  will  envy  pqw’r.  With  loyal  joy  [hands 
<c  Subjects  obey  when  men  of  worth  command.”  141 
He  added  not,  but  o’er  his  manly  hreaft 
Flung  a rich  robe  5 beneath  his  royal  feet 
The  glitt’ring  fandals  ihone  5 a loft  large  veft. 

Florid  with  purple  wool,  his  aged  limbs  145 

Graceful  adorn’d  5 tipt  with  a ftar  of  brafs, 

A pond’rous  lance  he  grafp’d,  and  ftrode  away 
To  wakeiage  Ithacus.  Aloud  his  voice 
He  rais’d  ; his  voice  was  heard,  and  from  his  tent 
Inftant  Ulyfles  fprung.  ££  And  why,”  he  cry’d,  1 50 
<£  Why  thus  abroad  in  the  chili  hours  of  night  ? 
ec  What  new  diftrefs  invades  ?” — ££  Forgive  my  cares  j,a 
Reply ’d  the  hoary  fage  $ ££  for  Greece  I wake ; 
u Greece  and  her  dangers  bring  me  to  thy  tent ; 
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tc  But  hafte,  our  wakeful  peers  in  council  meet : 155 

“ This,  this  one  night  determines  flight  or  war.” 
Swift  at  the  word  he  feiz’d  his  ample  Afield, 

And  ftrode  along  5 and  now  they  bend  their  way 
To  wake  the  brave  Tydides  : him  they  found 
Stretch’d  on  the  earth,  array'd  in  Alining  arms,  160 
And  round  his  brave  companions  of  the  war  ; 

Their  fliields  fuftain’d  their  heads  ; ereA  their  fpears 
Shot  thro’  th’  illumin’d  air  a dreaming  ray. 

Keen  as  Jove’s  lightning  wing’d  athwart  the  Ikies. 
Thus  flept  the  chief  ; beneath  him  on  the  ground  165 
A favage  bull’s  black  hide  was  roll’d,  his  head 
A fplendid  carpet  bore  ; the  flumb’ring  king 
The  Pylian  gently  with  thefe  words  awakes  : 1 62 

((  Rife,  fon  of  Tydeus  ! ill  a whole  night’s  reft[Troy 
ce  Suits  with  the  brave  $ and  Aeep’ft  thou  while  proud 
ie  Hangs  o’er  our  tents,  and  from  yon  joining  hill 
“ Prepares  her  war  ? Awake,  my  friend,  awake.” 
Sudden  the  chief  awoke,  and  mildly  gave  173 

This  foft  reply  : cc  O ! cruel  to  thy  age, 

<£  Thou  good  old  man ! ne’er  wilt  thou,  wilt  thou  ceafe 
“ To  burden  age  with  cares  ? has  Greece  no  youths 
<c  To  wake  the  peers  ? Unweary’d  man  ! to  bear  177 
<c  At  once  the  double  load  of  toils  and  years  !” 

“ ’Tis  true,”  he  cry’d,  “ my  fubjecls  and  my  fons 
<c  Might  eafe  a fire  and  king  5 but  reft’s  a crime  180 
<c  When  on  the  edge  of  fate  our  country  Hands  : 

(C  Ere  yet  a few  hours  more  have  run  their  courfe, 

<£  Important  fpace  ! Greece  triumphs  or  Greece  falls  ! 

Ci  But  flnce  an  old  man’s  care  thy  pity  moves, 

Haile,  gen’rous  youth  l with  fpeed  to  council  call 
Meges  the  brave,  and  in  the  race  renown’d  186 
€<  Oilean  Ajax.” — Straight  the  chief  obey’d, 

Straight  o’er  his  fhoulders  flung  the  Aiaggy  fpoils 
Of  a huge  tawny  lion  ; with  dire  grace 
Down  to  his  feet  they  hung  5 fierce  in  his  hand  1 90 
He  grafp’d  a glitt’ring  fpear,  and  join’d  the  guards. 
Wakeful  in  arms  they  fat,  a faithful  band  \ 

As  watchful  dogs  prote£l  the  fleecy  train 
When  the  ftern  lion,  furious  for  his  prey. 
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Rufhes  thro’  crafhing  woods,  and  on  the  fold  195 

Springs  from  fome  mountain’s  brow,  while  mingled 
Of  men  and  hounds  alarm  3 to  ev’ry  found  [cries 

Faithful  they  turn  5 fo  thro’  the  gloom  of  night 
They  caft  their  view,  and  caught  each  noife  of  Troy. 

Now  met  th’  illuftrions  fynod  3 down  they  fat,  200 
Down  on  a fpot  of  ground  unftain’d  with  blood, 

Where  vengeful  Hector  from  the  daughter  flay’d 
His  murd’rous  arm,  when  the  dark  veil  of  night 
Sabled  the  pole  3 to  wdiom  thus  Neftor  fpoke  : 

££  Lives  there  a fon  of  Fame  fo  nobly  brave  20 5 
££  That  Troy  ward  dares  to  trace  the  dang’rous  way 
<£  To  feize  fome  draggling  foe,  or  learn  what  Troy 
££  Now  meditates  ? to  pour  the  flood  of  war 
££  Fierce  on  our  fleet,  or  back  within  her  walls 
££  Lead  her  proud  legions  ? O ! what  fame  would  crown 
<£  The  hero  thus  triumphant,  prais’d  o’er  earth  211 
(e  Above  the  fons  of  men  ! and  what  rewards 
“ Should  he  receive  ! from  ev’ry  grateful  peer 
<£  A fable  ewe  and  lamb,  of  higheft  worth 
<£  Memorial,  to  a ftrave  heroic  heart  215 

££  The  nob  left  prize  ! and  at  the  focial  feaft 
<£  Amongft  the  great  be  his  the  feat  of  fame.” 

Abafh’d  they  fat,  and  ev’n  the  brave  knew  fear. 

Not  fo  Tydides  3 unappall’d  he  rofe, 

And  nobly  fpoke  : ££  My  foul,  O rev’rend  Sage  ! 220 

££  Fires  at  the  bold  defign  3 thro’  yon  black  hoft 
<e  Vent’rous  I bend  my  way  5 but  if  his  aid 
££  Some  warrior  lend,  my  courage  might  arife 
££  To  nobler  heights  : the  wife  by  mutual  aid 
<£  Inftru£l  the  wife,  and  brave  men  fire  the  brave.”  225 
, Fierce  at  the  word  up  ftarted  from  the  ground 
££  The  ftern  Ajaces,  fierce  bold  Merion  rofe, 

££  And  Thrafymedes,  fons  of  war  3 nor  fat 
The  royal  Spartan,  nor  great  Neftor’ s heir. 

Nor  greater  Ithacus  3 his  manly  heart  230 

S well’d  at  the  view  of  fame. — Elate  with  joy 
Atrides  faw  j t£  and  O thou  beft  of  friends  ! 

££  Brave  Diomed  !”  he  cries,  ££  of  all  the  peers 
€C  Chufe  thou  the  valianteft  : when  merit  pleads 
I 2 
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**  Titles  no  deference  claim:  high  birth  and  ftate  235 
e<  To  valour  yield  ; and  worth  is  more  than  pow’r.” 
Thus  fearing  for  his  brother  fpoke  the  king  $ 

Not  long,  lor  Diomed  dilpels  his  fears. 

“ Since  free  my  choice,  can  I forget  my  friend, 
tc  The  man  for  wildom’s  various  arts  renown’d,  240 
(6  The  man  whole  daantieis  foul  no  toils  difmay, 

€<  Ulyffes  ! lov'd  by  Pallas?  thro’  his  aid, 

“ Tho'  thouiand  fires  oppofe,  a.  thoufand  fires 
(e  Oppofe  in  vain  ; his  wiklom  posits  the  way.’* 

“ Nor  praife  nor  blame,”  the  hero  ftraight  replies  ; 

(C  You  fpeak  to  Greeks,  and  they  Ulyffes  know.  246 
(t  But  hafie,  fwift  roll  the  hours  of  night  j the  mom 
“ Already  haftens  to  difplay  her  beams, 

<c  And  in  the  vault  of  heav'n  the  liars  decay.” 

Swift  at  the  word  they  (heath  their  manly  limbs 
Horrid  in  arms;  a two-edg’d  fword  and  Ihield  151 
Neftor’s  bold  fon  0 ftern  Tydides  gave  ; 

A tough  bull’s  hide  his  ample  helmet  form’d  $ 

No  cone  adorn  i it,  and  no  plumy  creft 
W av’d  in  the  air  ; a quiver  and  a bow,  255 

And  a huge  faulchion,  great  Ulyffes  bears. 

The  gift  of  Merion  ; on  his  head  an  helm 
Of  leacher  nodded,  firm  within,  and  bound 
With  many  a thong  ; without,  in  dreadful  rows, 

The  fnowy  tulles  or  a huge  lavage  boar  260 

Grinri’d  horrible  1 Thus  arm’d,  away  they  ftalk 
Undaunted.  O’er  their  heads  the  martial  maid 
Sends  on  the  right  an  hern  ; the  ambient  gloom 
Conceals  him  from  the  view,  but  loud  in  air 
They  hear  the  clangour  of  his  founding  wings  : 265 

Joyful  the  profperous  fign  Ulyffes  hail’d, 

And  thus  to  Pallas  : “ Offspring  of  dread  Jove, 
li  Who  hurls  the  burning  bolts,  O guardian  Pow’r ! 

€C  Prefent  in  all  my  toils,  who  view’ll  my  way 
««  Where’er  I move,  now  thy  celeftial  aid,  270 

Now,  goddefs!  lend:  may  deeds  this  night  adorn. 
Deeds  that  all  Troy  may  weep  1 may  we  return 
€i  In  fafety  by  thy  guidance,  heav’nly  maid  !’* 

Tydides  caught  the  word  j “ And  O l”  he  cries. 
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6<  Virgin  armipotent ! now  grant  thy  aid  275 

cc  As  to  my  fire.  He,  by  the  gulfy  flood 
(C  Of  deep  ^Elopus,  left  th’  embattled  bands 
<e  Of  Greece  in  arms,  and  to  imperial  Thebes 
(c  Bore  terms  of  peace  : but  as  from  haughty  Thebes 
<c  Alone  he  journey’d,  deeds,  heroic  deeds  ! 28a 

(c  His  arm  achiev’d,  for  Tydeus  was  thy  care  : 
u Thus  guard  his  offspiing,  O ftern  queen  of  arms  ! 

<c  So  ftiall  an  heifer  on  thy  altars  bleed 
<c  Young  and  untam’d  5 to  thee  her  blood  I pour,  284 
<c  And  point  her  lunar  horns  with  burnifh’d  gold.” 
Thus  pray  the  chiefs,  and  Pallas  hears  their  pray’r  ; 
Then  like  two  lions,  thro’  the  shades  of  night, 
Dauntlefs  they  ftride  along,  and  hold  their  way 
Thro’  blood  and  mangled  limbs,  o’er  arms  and  death  ; 
Nor  pafs  they  far  ere  the  fagacious  eye*  2 go 

Of  Ithacus  difcerns  a diftant  foe 
Coafting  from  Troy,  and  thus  to  Diomed  : 

“ See  o’er  the  plain  fome  Trojan  bends  this  way, 

“ Perhaps  to  fpoil  the  flain  ; or  to  our  hoft 
c<  Comes  he  a fpy  ? beyond  us  o’er  the  field  295 

’Tis  beft  he  pafs,  then  fudden  from  behind 
<c  Rufh  we  precipitant  5 but  if  in  flight 
C(  His  a£Hve  feet  prevail,  thy  fpear  employ 
“ To  force  him  on  our  lines,  left  hid  in  fhades, 

“ Thro’  the  dufk  air,  he  re-efcape  to  Troy.”  30® 
Then  couching  to  the  ground,  ambufh’d  they  lay 
Behind  a hill  of  flain  : onward  the  fpy 
IncefTant  mov’d  $ he  pafs’d,  and  now  arofe 
The  fierce  purifiers.  Colon  heard  the  found 
Of  trampling  feet,  and  panting,  lift’ning  ftood.  305 
Now  reach’d  the  chiefs  within  a jav’lin’s  throw. 

Stern  foes  of  Dolon  ! fwift  along  the  Ihores 
He  wing’d  his  flight,  and  fwift  along  the  fhores 
They  ftill  purfu’d  5 as  when  two  fkiiful  hounds 
Chale  o’er  the  lawn  the  hare  or  bounding  roe,  31® 
Still  from  the  fhelt’ring  brake  the  game  they  turn, 
Stretch  ev’ry  nerve,  and  bear  upon  the  prey  $ 

So  ran  the  chiefs,  and  from  the  hoft  of  T roy 

* v.  339. 
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Turn’d  the  fwift  foe  : now  nigh  the  fleet  they  flew. 

Now  almofl  mingled  with  the  guards,  when  lo  ! 315 

The  martial  Goddels  breath’d  heroic  flames 
Fierce  on  Tydides’  loul : the  hero  fear’d 
Left  fome  bold  Greek  fhould  interpofe  a wound. 

And  ravifh  half  the  glories  of  the  night.  319 

“ Furious  he  {hook  his  lance,  and  “ Stand,”  he  cry’d  j 
(C  Stand,  or  thou  dy’ft  5”  then  fternly  from  his  arm 
Launch’d  the  wild  fpear  : wilful  the  jav’lin  err’d. 

But  whizzing  o’er  his  fhoulder  deep  in  earth 
Stood  quiv’ring,  and  he  quaking  flopp’d  agnaft  : 

His  teeth  all  chatter’d,  and  his  flack  knees  knock’d  5 
He  feem’d  the  bloodlefs  image  of  pale  fear.  326 

Panting  the  spy  they  feize,  who  thus  with  tears 
Abje6l  intreats : “ Spare  me,  O fpare  !”  he  cries  $ 

“ My  hoary  fire  your  mercy  fliall  repay, 

“ Soon  as  he  hears  I draw  the  vital  air,  330 

With  ample  wealth,  with  fteel,  with  brafs,  with 
To  whom  Ulyffes  artfully  : “ Be  bold  $ [gold.” 
(i  Far  hence  the  thought  of  death  ; but  inftant  fay 
u Why  thus  alone  in  the  {till  hours  of  night, 

“ While  ev’ry  eye  is  clos'd  ? to  fpoil  the  flain  335 
(C  Com’ ft  thou  rapacious  ? or  fome  nightly  fpy 
ce  By  He£lor  fent  ? or  has  thy  vent’rous  mind 
((  Impell’d  thee  to  explore  our  martial  bands  ?” 

<(  By  He£lor  fent,  and  by  rewards  undone,” 
Returns  the  fpy,  (flill  as  he  fpoke  he  fhook)  340 
(c  I come  unwilling  : the  refulgent  car 
ce  He  promis’d,  and  immortal  fteeds  that  bear 
“ To  fight  the  great  Achilles.  Thus  betray’d, 

“ Thro’  the  dun  fhades  of  night  I bend  my  way 
Unprofp’rous,  to  explore  the  tented  hoft  343 

(e  Of  adverfe  Greece,  and  learn  if  now  they  {land 
es  Wakeful  on  guard,  or  vanquifh’d  by  our  arms, 

<c  Precipitant  defert  the  fhores  of  Troy.” 

To  whom  with  ifniles  of  fcorn  the  fage  returns  : 349 
cc  Bold  were  thy  aims,  O youth ! but  thofe  proud  fteeds, 
(i  Reftive,  difdain  the  rule  of  vulgar  hands. 
tc  Scarce  ev’n  the  goddefs-born,  when  the  loud  din 
u Of  battle  roar  s,  iubdues  them,  to  therein 
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ee  Reludfant.  But  this  night  where  He£tor  deeps 
*c  Faithful  difclose;  where  Hand  the  warrior’s  deeds  $ 
“ Where  lie  his  arms  and  implements  of  war ; 356 

®£  What  guards  are  kept  nocturnal.  Say  what  Troy 
“ Now  meditates ; to  pour  the  tide  of  fight 
<£  Fierce  on  our  fleet,  or  back  within  her  walls  [cries, 

<£  Transfer  the  war?” ££  To  thefe  demands,”  he 

((  Faithful  my  tongue  fliail  fpeak.  The  peers' of  Troy 
Heftor  in  council  meets  5 round  Hus’  tomb  362 

fe  Apart  from  noife  they  fland  $ no  guards  furround 
“ The  fpacious  hoft  5 where  thro’  the  gloom  yon  fires 
6C  Blaze  frequent,  Trojans  wake  to  guard  their  Troy  ; 

<£  Secure  th’  auxiliars  fleep  ; no  tender  cares  366 

<£  Of  wife  or  fon  difturb  their  calm  repofe  j 

((  Safe  fleep  their  wives  and  fons  on  foreign  fhores.” 

££  But  fay,  apart  encamp  th’  auxiliar  bands,” 
Replies  the  fage, ££  or  join  the  pow'rs  of  Troy  ?”  3 70 

€£  Along  the  lea-beat  fliores,”  returns  the  fpy, 

€6  The  Leleges  and  Carians  ftretch  their  files  j 
C£  Near  thefe  the  Caucons,  and  Pelafgian  train, 

(i  And  Poeons,  dreadful  with  the  battle- bow, 

<£  Extended  lie  j on  the  Thymbroean  plain  375 

*£  The  Lyfians  and  the  Myfians  in  array 
“ Spread  their  deep  ranks  ; there  the  Maeonian  bands, 

<£  And  Phrygians,  range  the  fiery  (feeds  of  war. 

6i  But  why  this  nice  inquiry  ? if  your  way 
<£  Vent’rous  you  bend  to  fearch  the  hoft  of  Troy,  380 
t(  There,  in  yon  outmoft  lines,  a recent  aid, 
cc  The  Thracians  lie,  by  Rhel’us  led,  whole  (feeds 
££  Outfliine  the  fnow,  outfly  the  winged  winds  : 

{i  With  glitt’ring  filver  plates  and  radiant  gold 
*£  His  chariot  flames  5 gold  forms  his  dazzling  arms, 
Arms  that  may  grace  a god  ’ — But  to  your  tents 
u Unhappy  me  convey  5 or  bound  with  chains,  387 
£e  Faft  bound  with  cruel  chains  ! fad  on  thelhores 
££  Here  leave  me  captive  till  you  fafe  return, 

6e  And  witnefs  to  the  truth  my  tongue  unfolds.”  390 
To  whom  (fern-frowning  Diomed  replies  : 
sc  Tho’  every  fyllable  be  (tamp’d  with  truth, 
e£  Dolon  l thou  dy’ft.  Wouldft  thou  once  more  ret 
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u Darkling  a fpy,  or  wage,  a nobler  foe, 

“ New  wat  on  Greece?  Traitor  I thou  tly1/!:,  nor  more 
£<  New  war  thou  wageft,  nor  return’ll  a fpy.”  396 
He  fpoke  terrific,  and  as  Dolon  rais’d 
Suppliant  his  humble  hands,  the  trenchant  blade 
Sheer  thro’  his  neck  defcends  5 the  furious  blow  399 
Chaves  the  tough  nerves  in  twain  ; down  drops  the 
And  mutters  unintelligible  founds.  [head. 

Straight  they  defpoil  the  dead  ; the  wolf’s  grey  hide 
They  feize,  the  helm,  the  fpear,  and  battle-bow  : 

Thefe,  as  they  dropp’d  with  gore  on  high  in  air, 

Ulyffes  rais’d,  and  to  the  martial  maid  405 

Thus  lowly  confecrates  : £C  Stern  pow’r  of  War ! 

“ Virgin  armipotent ! receive  thefe  arms  ; 

(e  Propitious  to  my  vows,  thee,  Goddefs  ! thee 
ec  Chiefly  I call ; dire6l  our  profperous  way 
((  To  pierce  the  Thracian  tents,  to  feize  the  Heeds 
<£  Of  Rhefus,  and  the  car  that  flames  with  gold.”  411 
Then  fierce  o’er  broken  arms  thro’  flreams  of  blood 
They  move  along  ; now  reach  the  Thracian  bands, 

All  hufh’d  in  deep  profound  ; their  fhining  arms 
Rang’d  in  three  ranks  along  the  plain  around,  415 
Illumin’d  the  dun  air  : chariot  and  horfe 
By  every  Thracian  flood  : Rhefus  their  king 
Slept  in  the  centre  of  the  circling  bands, 

And  his  proud  fteeds  were  rein’d  behind  his  car. 

With  joy  Ulyffes  thro'  the  gloom  defcry’d  420 

The  fleeping  King  $ £<  And  lo  !”  he  cries,  “ the  fteeds  1 
<c  Lo  ! Diomed,  the  chief  of  Thrace,  this  night 
iC  Defcrib’d  by  Dolon.  Now,  O ! now  thy  ftrength 
Dauntlefs  exert  1 loofe  thou  the  furious  fteeds, 
u Or  while  the  fteeds  I loofe,  with  llaught’ring  hands 
i(  Invade  the  foldiery.”  He  fpoke,  and  now  426 
The  queen  of  arms  inflam’d  Tydides’  foul 
With  all  her  martial  fires  : his  reeking  blade 
On  ev’ry  fide  dealt  fate.  Low  hollow  groans 
Murmur’d  around  5 blood  o’er  the  crimfon  field  43® 
Well’d  from  the  fiain.  As  in  his  nightly  haunts 
The  furly  lion  nifties  on  the  fold 
Of  fheep  or  goat,  and  rends  th’  unguarded  prey. 
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So  he  the  Thracian  bands  : twelve  by  his  (word 
Lay  breathlefs  on  the  ground  : behind  him  flood  435 
Sage  Ithacus,  and  as  the  warrior  flew, 

Swift  he  remov’d  the  flain,  left  the  fierce  fleeds. 

Not  yet  inur’d  to  blood,  fhould  trembling  flart. 
Impatient  of  the  dead.  Now  o’er  the  king 
He  whirls  his  wrathful  blade,  now  furious  gores  44a 
His  heaving  chefl.  He  wait’d  not,  but  a dream 
By  Pallas  lent,  role  in  his  anxious  thoughts  j 
A vifionary  warrior  frowning  flood 
Faflby  his  head,  and  his  aerial  fword 
Plung’d  thro’  his  lab’ring  breafl.  Meanwhile  the  fleeds 
The  lage  unbinds,  and  inflant  with  his  bow  44 6 

Drives  thro’  the  fleepingranks  5 then  to  his  friend 
Gave  fignals  of  retreat : but  nobler  deeds 
He  meditates,  to  drag  the  radiant  car, 

Or  lift  it  thro’  the  threefold  ranks,  up-borne  450 
High  on  his  fhoulders,  or  with  {laughter  flain 
Th’  enianguin’d  field  ; when  lo  ! the  martial  maid 
Down  rufhes  from  the  battlements  of  heav'n, 

And  bidden  cries,  “ Return,  brave  chief ! return, 
ic  Left  from  the  fkies  fome  guardian  pow’r  of  Troy 
(c  Wrathful  defcend,  and  roufe  the  hoflile  bands.”  456 
Thus  fpeaks  the  warrior  queen ; the  heav’nly  voice 
Tydides  owns,  and  mounts  the  fiery  fleeds, 

Obfervant  of  the  high  command : the  bow 

Sage  Ithacus  apply’d,  and  tow’rds  the  tents  460 

Scourg’d  the  proud  fleeds : the  fleeds  flew  o’er  the  plain. 
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FROM  THE  ELEVENTH  BOOK  OF 
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THE  ILIADS  OF  HOMER, 

IN  MILTON’S  STYLE. 

NOW  gay  Aurora  from  Tithonus’  bed 
Rofe  in  the  orient,  to  proclaim  the  day 
To  gods  and  men.  Down  to  the  Grecian  tents 
Saturnian  Jove  fends  Difcord,  red  with  blood  j 
War  in  her  hand  fhe  grafps,  enfigns  of  war.  5 

On  brave  UlyfTes’  fh Ip  fhe  took  her  hand, 

The  centre  of  the  hoft,  that  all  might  hear 

Her  dreadful  voice.  Her  dreadful  voice  fhe  rais’d  ; 

Jarring  along  the  rattling  fhores  it  ran 

To  the  fleet’s  wide  extremes  5 Achilles  heard,  ip 

And  Ajax  heard,  the  found.  With  martial  fires 

Now  ev’ry  bofom  burns  ; arms,  glorious  arms. 

Fierce  they  demand*  The  noble  Orthian  fong 
Swells  ev’ry  heart : no  coward  thoughts  of  flight 
Rile  in  their  fouls,  but  blood  they  breathe  and  war.  25 
Now  bv  the  trench*  profound,  the  charioteers 
Range  their  proud  Feeds  ; now  car  by  cardifplays 
A direful  front  5 now  o’er  the  trembling  field 
Rufhes  th’  embattled  foot : noiie  rends  the  fkies, 

Noife  unextinguifh’d.  Ere  the  beamy  day  , ip 
Flam’d  in  th’  aerial  vault,  ftretch’cl  in  the  van 
Stood  the  bold  infantry:  the  rufhing  cars 
Form’d  the  deep  rear  in  battailous  array. 

No  v from  his  heav’ns  Jove  hurls  his  burning  bolts, 
Hoarfe  mutt’ring  thunders  grumble  in  the  fky,  25 
While  from  the  clouds,  inftead  of  morning  dews, 
Huge  drops  of  blood  diftain  the  crimibn  ground  j 
Fatal  prefage,  that  in  that  dreadful  day 
The  great  fhould  bleed,  imperial  heads  lie  low  ! 
Meantime  the  bands  of  Troy  in  proud  array  3© 

Stand  to  their  arms,  and  from  a rifmgground 
Breathe  furious  w'ar.  Here  gathering  hofts  attend 
The  tow’ring  Heblor ; there  refulgent  bands 
Surround  Polydamas  $ iEneas  there 

* V.  48. 
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Madhals  his  dauntlefs  hies  ; nor  unemploy’d  3 5 
Stand  Polybus,  Agenor  great  in  arms, 

And  Acamas,  whole  frame  the  gods  endow’d 
With  more  than  mortal  charms.  Fierce  in  the  van 
Stern  He6lor  ftiines,  and  lhakes  his  blazing  Ihield, 

As  the  fierce  dog-ftar  with  malignant  fires  4© 

Flames  in  the  front  of  heaven,  then  loft  in  clouds 
Veils  his  pernicious  beams,  from  rank  to  rank 
So  HeHor  ftrode.  Now  dreadful  in  the  van 
Advanc’d  his  fun-broad  fhield  ; now  to  the  rear 
Swift  ruffling  difappear’d  *.  his  radiant  arms  45 

Blaz’don  his  limbs,  and,  bright  as  Jove’s  dire  bolts, 
Flafh’d  o’er  the  field,  and  lighten’d  to  the  Ikies. 

As  toiling  reapers,  in  fome  fpacious  field, 

Rang’d  in  two  bands,  move  adverfe,  rank  on  rank, 
Where  o’er  the  tilth  the  grain  in  ears  of  gold  50 
Waves  nodding  to  the  breeze,  at  once  they  bend, 

; At  once  the  copious  harveft  fweils  the  ground  $ 

I So  rulh  to  battle  o’er  the  dreadful  field 
Hoft  againft  hoft.  They  meet,  they  ciofe,  and  ranks 
Tumble  on  ranks  . No  thoughts  appear  of  flight,  55 
None  of  difmay.  Dubious  in  even  fcales 
The  battle  hangs  : not  fiercer  ravenous  wolves  * 
Difpute  the  prey.  The  deathful  fcene  with  joy 
Difcord,  dire  parent  of  tremendous  woes  ! 

! Surveys  exultant.  Of  th’ immortal  train  60 

Difcord  alone  defcends,  aftifls  alone 
The  horrors  of  the  field.  In  peace  the  gods 
High  in  Olympian  bowers  on  radiant  thrones 
Lament  the  woes  of  manj  but  loud  complaints 
From  ev’ry  god  arofe  : Jove  favour’d  Troy ; 65 

At  partial  Jove  they  murmur’d  : he,  unmov’d, 

All  heaven  in  murmurs  heard  : apart  he  fat 
Enthron’d  in  glory.  Down  to  earth  he  turn’d 
His  ftedfaft  eye,  and  from  his  throne  furvey’d 
The  rifmg  tow’rs  of  Troy,  the  tented  fliores,  7© 
The  blaze  of  arms,  the  flayer  and  the  flam. 

While  with  his  morning  wheels  the  god  of  day 
Qlimb’d  up  the  fteep  of  heaven,  with  equal  rage 
In  murd’rous  florins  the  ihafts  from  hoft  to  hoft 
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Flew  adverfe,  and  in  equal  numbers  fell  75 

Promifcuous  Greek  and  Trojan,  till  the  hour 
When  the  tir’d  woodman  in  the  fhady  vale 
Spreads  his  penurious  meal,  when  high  the  fun 
Flames  in  the  zenith,  and  his  finewy  arms 
Scarce  wield  the  pond’rous  ax,  while  hunger  keen  lot 
Admonifhes,  and  nature  fpent  with  toil 
Craves  due  repaft — then  Greece  the  ranks  of  Troy 
With  horrid  inroad  goar’d.  Fierce  from  the  van 
Sprung  the  ftern  king  of  men*,  and  breathing  death. 
Where  in  firm  battle  Trojans  band  by  band  85 

Embcdy’d  flood,  purlu’d  his  dreadful  way  : 

His  hoft  his  ftep  attends.  Now  glows  the  war  ; 

Horfe  treads  on  horfe,  and  man  encount’ring  man, 
Swells  the  dire  field  with  death.  The  plunging  Heeds 
Beat  the  firm  glebes  ; thick  duft  in  rifing  clouds  90 
Darkens  the  flcy  ; indignant  o’er  the  plain 
Atridcs  ftalks  ; death  ev’ry  ftep  attends. 

As  when  in  fome  huge  foreft  fudden  flames 
Rage  dreadful,  when  rough  winds  aflift  the  blaze, 
From  tree  to  tree  the  fiery  torrent  rolls,  95 

And  the  vaft  foreft  finks  with  all  its  groves 
Beneath  the  burning  deluge  j lo  whole  hofts 
Yield  to  Atrides’  arm  : car  againft  car 
Rufh  rattling  o’er  the  field,  and  thro’  the  ranks 
Unguided  broke,  while  breathlefs  on  the  ground  100 
Lay  the  pale  charioteers,  in  death  deform’d 
To  their  chafte  brides  lad  fpedtacles  of  woe. 

Now  only  grateful  to  the  fowls  of  air. 

Meantime,  the  care  of  Jove,  great  He£lor  flood 
Secure  in  fcenes  of  death,  in  ftorms  of  darts,  105 

In  daughter  and  alarms,  in  duft  and  blood. 

Still  Agamemnon  rufhing  o’er  the  field_ 

Leads  his  bold  bands  ; whole  hofts  before  him  fly  : 
Now  Illus’  tomb  they  pafs,  now  urge  their  way 
Clofe  by  the  fig-tree  fh^de  : with  fhouts  the  king  1 ■ a 
Purfues  the  foe  inceftant  : duft  and  blood, 

Blood  mix’d  with  duft,  difdains  his  murd’rous  hands. 

* Agamemnon,  v.  148, 
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As  when  a lion,  in  the  gloom  of  night. 

Invades  an  herd  of  beeves,  o’er  all  the  plains 
Trembling  they  fcatter,  furious  on  the  prey  115 
The  gen’rous  favage  flies,  and  with  fierce  joy 
Seizes  the  laft,  his  hungry  foaming  jaws 
Churn  the  black  blood,  and  rend  the  panting  prey  : 
Thus  fled  the  foe,  Atrides  thus  purfu’d, 

And  ftill  the  hindmoft  flew.  They  from  their  cars 
Fell  headlong,  for  his  javelin,  wild  for  blood,  121 
Rag’d  terribly.  And  now  proud  Troy  had  fall’nj 
But  the  dread  fire  of  men  and  gods  defcends 
Terrific  from  his  heav’ns  ! His  vengeful  hand 
Ten  thoufand  thunders  grafps.  On  Ida’s  heights  125 
He  takes  his  ftand  5 it  [hakes  with  all  its  groves 
Beneath  the  god  : the  god  fufpends  the  war.  127 


MONS.  MAYNARD  IMITATED. 

TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  THE  LORD  CORNWALLIS. 

T If  7HILE  pail  its  noon  the  lamp  of  life  declines, 
VV  And  age  my  vital  flame  invades. 

Faint  and  more  faint  as  it  defcends  it  dimes. 

And  haftes,  alas  ! to  fet  in  fhades.  4, 

Then  fome  kind  pow’r  fhall  guide  my  ghofl  to  glades 
Where,  feated  by  Elyfian  fprings. 

Fam’d  Addifon  attunes  to  patriot  fhades 

His  lyre,  and  Albion’s  glory  fings.  8 

There  round  majeftic  fhades  and  heroes’  forms 
Will  throng,  to  learn  what  pilot  guides. 

Watchful,  Britannia’s  helm  thro’  fa6Iious  ftorms, 

And  curbs  the  murm’ring  rebel  tides.  22 

1 tell  how  Townfhend  treads  the  glorious  path 
That  leads  the  great  to  deathlefs  fame. 

And  dwell  at  large  on  fpotlefs  Englifh  faith. 

While  Walpole  is  the  fav’rite  theme.  3 6 

How,  nobly  rifing  in  their  country’s  caufe. 

The  ftedfaft  arbiters  of  right 

Exalt  the  juft  and  good  to  guard  her  laws. 

And  call  forth  merit  into  light.  2# 

K 
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A loud  applaufe  around  the  echoing  coafl 
Of  all  the  pleas’d  Elyfium  flies.— 

“ But,  friend,  what  place  had  you,”  replies  fome  gbofl, 
iC  When  merit  was  the  way  to  rile  ? 24 

<c  What  deanery  or  prebend  thine  declare  ?” 

Good  Heav’ns  ! unable  to  reply, 

How  like  a ftupid  idiot  I fliould  flare  ? 

An  aniwer,  good  my  Lord,  fupply*  28 


AN  EXPLICATION 

Of  THE  BATTLE  BETWEEN  THE  GODS  AND  GIANTS. 

IT  is  the  opinion  of  many  learned  men,  that  the  fa- 
ble of  the  Battle  betweeen  the  Gods  and  the  Giants 
is  a phyiical  allegory,  invented  by  the  ancients,  not 
only  to  denote  the  war  between  the  fuperior  and  in- 
ferior elements  in  their  original  chaos,  but  in  particu- 
lar to  exprefs  the  nature  of  the  winds  enclofed  in  the 
bowels  of  the  earth,  which,  ftruggling  for  enlarge- 
ment, have  been  fuppofed  to  be  the  caufes  of  earth- 
quakes and  other  dreadful  commotions  : but  the  al- 
legory is  not  to  be  confined  folely  to  the  winds  $ the 
fubterraneous  fires  are  likewife  denoted  by  it,  which, 
burfting  from  the  earth  (as  from  ./Etna  and  Vefuvius) 
as  it  were,  affault  the  fkies,  and  war  with  the  lupe- 
rior  elements.  Thefe  are  the  Titans,  that  hurl  rocks 
againft  the  Gods  $ thefe  are  the  Jupiter  and  Typho- 
eus  of  the  Ancients  5 for  Jupiter,  in  their  mythology, 
conftantly  reprelents  the  fuperior  element.  Virgil  is 
fcarce  more  than  a true  hiftorian  in  his  defcription  of 
JE tna  : 

Interdum  fcopulos,  avulfaq  ; vifcera  montis 
Erigit  eruftans,  liquefaftaq  j faxa  fub  auras 
Cum  gemitu  glomerat.-— •- 

That  poet  dire&ly  applies  thefe  commotions  to  one 
of  the  Giants,  who  is  fabled  to  have  warred  with  hea- 
ven ; an  argument  that  he  underftood  that  fi6lion  to  be 
a phyfical  allegory. 

Fama  eft,  Enceladi  femuftum  fulmine  corpus 
Urgere  mole  hac,  ingentemq  ; infuper  vg-tnam 
Impofitam,  ruptis  flammam  expirare  Caminis  : 

Et,  feffum  quoties  mutat  latus,  intremi  re  oranem 
Murmure  Trinacriam.  sEn.  hi. 

This  interpretation  will  give  great  light  to  the  fol- 
lowing tranflation  from  Heiiod’s  Theogony. 

When  we  read  that  the  earth  and  the  poles  fhook  in 
the  confli6t,  this  we  eafily  folve  from  the  nature  of 
earthquakes,  and  the  violence  of  lightning  and  thunder. 
When  rocks  and  hills  are  faid  to  be  removed  by  the  gi- 
ants, it  is  literally  true,  as  appears  from  the  bell defcrip- 
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tion  of  burning  mountains.  When  thofe  mongers  arc 
feigned  to  be  buried  beneath  them,  we  are  to  under - 
ftand  that  the  lodgment  of  fubterraneous  fires  is  in  the 
entrails  of  mountains,  and  muft  be  fo  according  to  true 
philofbphy  ; for  the  internal  fires,  by  a continual  ra- 
refa6lion  and  expanfion  of  the  enclofed  air,  heave  up 
the  ground  till  it  fwells  into  a mountain,  or  breaks  out 
into  fiery  eruptions.  Thus  alfo,  when  we  read  of  the 
ftru6lure  beneath  the  earth  framed  by  Neptune,  from 
whence  all  rivers  and  fountains  rife,  we  are  to  have  re- 
courfe  to  the  opinions  of  the  Ancients,  who  imagined 
that  not  only  fountains,  but  rivers  were  fed  by  lecret 
channels  from  the  ocean,  that  is,  from  Neptune,  the 
god  of  it.  By  the  waters  that  float  in  the  air  are  meant 
the  vapours  exhaled  from  the  Teas,  &c.  which  fall  in 
hail,  fnow,  dew,  or  rain.  When  Jupiter  is  faid  to 
blaft  Typhoeus  with  lightning,  we  are  taught  apiece 
of  natural. philofophy,  viz.  that  the  mines  of  fulphur 
lodged  in  the  earth  are  fired  by  lightning,  which  occa- 
fions  violent  eruptions  j or,  as  the  fable  exprefles  it,  a 
war  between  Jupiter  and  Typhoeus.  The  allegory 
further  adds,  that  ftorms  are  raifed  by  Typhoeus  : and 
it  is  a certain  truth  that  from  the  chafms  and  vents  on 
the  tops  of  burning  mountains,  a continual  wind  if- 
fues  forth,  occafioned  by  the  rarefaction  of  the  enclofed 
air,  which  confequently  afeends  and  breaks  out  with 
violence.  And  indeed,  the  winds  were  anciently  ima- 
gined to  rife  from  the  earth  ; hence  the  poets  feigned 
that  ./Eolus  kept  them  imprifoned  in  a dungeon,  and 
when  he  let  them  out,  they  caufed  ftorms  and  hurri- 
canes. Thus  Virgil : 

Hie  vafto  Rex  ^SSolus  Antro 

Lu&antes  ventos,  Tempeftatefque  fonora* 

Imperio  premit. 

From  this  explication  the  reader  will  not  be  fur* 
prifed  when  he  lees  the  defeription  of  the  variety  of 
noifes  uttered  by  Typhoeus  : 

Now  bellowing  like  a favage  bull  they  roar. 

Or  angry  liana,  in  the  midnight  hour,  Arc. 

They  happily  reprefen t the  dreadful  uproar  made  by 
the  violence  of  the  fiery  eruptions,  and  the  hundred 
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mouths  of  the  giants  mean  only  the  number  of  the 
vents  through  which  they  ifllie  at  one  time.  It  is  not 
difficult  to  explain  why  the  day  and  the  night  are  ima- 
gined to  relide  alternately  behind  Atlas,  and  why  he 
is  feigned  to  lupport  the  heavens.  Atlas  is  an  ex- 
ceeding high  mountain,  and  for  that  reafon  is  fabled  to 
fuftain  the  fpheres  5 and  becaufe  fuch  high  hills  inter- 
cept the  beams  of  the  fun,  the  night  and  the  day  are 
faid  to  relide  behind  them.  And  thus  we  ftill  defcribe 
the  beginning  and  conclufion  of  the  day,  by  fay  ing  the  fun 
riles  above  the  eaftern,  or  finks  behind  the  weftern  hills. 

Milton  has  not  only  made  great  ufe  of  Heftod's  bat- 
tle of  the  Gods  in  his  war  between  the  good  and  bad 
angels  in  his  Paradife  Loft,  but  almoft  literally  trail- 
Dated  the  foregoing  incident  $ , 

-There  is  a cave 

Within  the  mount  of  God,  faft  by  his  throne. 

Where  light  and  darknefs  in  perpetual  round 
Lodge  and  diflodge,  <fec. 

Homer,  in  the  xxi.  book  of  the  Iliad,  has  defcribed 
a battle  between  the  gods  perhaps  lefs  iuccefsfully  than 
other  incidents  of  his  inimitable  poem.  Hefiod,  upon 
comparifon,  will  be  found  here,  and  here  only,  equal 
if  not  fuperior,  to  that  poet  in  fubiimity.  What  leems 
chiefly  blameable  in  Heliod  is  his  want  of  variety  : al- 
moft all  his  images  are  drawn  from  thunder,  earth- 
quakes, and  conflagrations  5 which,  however  noble, 
offend  the  reader  by  a too  frequent  repetition  ; whereas 
Homer  abounds  with  a greater  variety,  which  arifes 
from  the  greater  fertility  of  his  invention. 

I will  only  add  that  the  four  cardinal  winds,  which 
are  faid  to  be  of  a gentle  nature,  and  to  be  lent  from  hea- 
ven, are  defcribed  in  that  manner  to  denote^the  tran- 
quillity of  the  fuperior  regions  j and  that  when  the  poet 
tells  us  that  Jupiter  fubdued  the  Titans,  and  reigned 
in  peace,  he  means  that  the  luperior  elements,  after  their 
original  conflift  in  the  chaos,  gained  their  natural  da- 
tum, and  continue  in  tranquillity  ; or,  in  other  words, 
that  whatever  commotions  the  inferior  elements  may 
©ccafion  in  the  fuperior,  yet  at  laft  they  fettle  into  or* 
der  and  harmony  * K 3 
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THE  BATTLE 

OF  THE 

GODS  AND  TITANS. 

From  the  Fheogony  of  Hefiod , with  a Description  of  Tartarus,  t\ 

j 

— (jLxyriv  a^yacprov  eysipav 

TI avTgf,  &?c.  ©soy.  666 . 

NOW  founds  the  vault  of  heav’n  with  loud  alarms. 
And  gods  by  gods  embattling,  ruth  to  arms  : 
Here  ftalk  the  Titans  of  portentous  fize, 

Burit  from  their  dungeons,  and  affault  the  ikies  5 
And  there,  unchain’d  from  Erebus  and  night,  5 

Auxiliar  giants,*  aid  the  gods  in  fight. 

An  hundred  arms  each  tow’r-like  warrior  rears. 

And  flares  from  fifty  heads  amid  the  ftars  : 

The  dreadful  brotherhood  flern  frowning  hands, 

And  hurls  an  hundred  rocks  from  hundred  hands  : 

The  Titans  rufh’d  with  fury,  uncontroll’d  ; n 

Gods  funk  on  gods,  or  giant,  giant  roil’d. 

Then  roar’d  the  ocean  with  a dreadful  found, 

Heaven  (hook  with  all  its  thrones,  and  groan’d  the 
Trembled  th’  eternal  poles  at  ev’ry  ilroke,  [ground  , 
And  frighted  hell  from  its  foundation  (hook : 3 6 

Noife,  horrid  noife,  th’  aerial  region  fills. 

Rocks  dafh  on  rocks,  and  hills  encounter  hills  ; 

Thro’  earth,  air,  heav’n,  tumultuous  clamours  rife. 
And  fliouts  of  battle  thunder  in  the  fldes  5 2© 

Then  Jov^e  omnipotent  difplay’d  the  god. 

And  all  Olympus  trembled  as  he  trod. 

He  grafps  ten  thoufand  thunders  in  his  hand, 

Bares  his  red  arm,  and  wields  the  forky  brand  5 
Then  aims  the  bolts,  and  bids  his  lightnings  play ; 25 
They  fiafli,  and  rend  thro’  heav’n  their  flaming  way. 
Redoubling  blow  on  blow,  in  wrath  he  moves, 

The  fing’d  earth  groans,  and  burns  with  all  her  grove  si 

* ^geaa,  Ccttus,  Gyges. 
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The  Hoods,  the  billows,  boiling,  hifs  with  fires, 

And  bickering  flame,  and  fmould’ring  frnoke  afpires. 

A night  of  clouds  blots  out  the  golden  day  j 31 

Full  in  their  eyes  the  writhen  lightnings  play  : 

Ev’n  Chaos  burns.  Again  earth  groans,  heav’n  roars, 
As  tumbling  downward  with  its  filming  tow’rs  5 
Or  burft  this  earth,  torn  from  her  central  place,  3 5 
With  dire  difruption  from  her  deepeft  bafe. 

Nor  flept  the  wind  j the  wind  new  horror  forms, 

Clouds  dafii  on  clouds  before  the  outrageous  Harms, 
While  tearing  up  the  fands,  in  drifts  they  rife. 

And  half  the  deferts  mount  th’  encumber’d  fkies*  40 
At  once  the  temped  bellows,  lightnings  fly, 

The  thunders  roar,  and  clouds  involve  the  fky. 
Stupendous  were  the  deeds  of  heav’nly  might. 

What  lefs,  when  gods  conflicting,  cope  in  fight  ? 

Now  heav’n  its  foes  with  horrid  inroad  gores,  45 
And  How,  and  four,  recede  the  giant  pow’rs. 

Here  flalks  Asgeon,  here  fierce  Gyges  moves, 

There  Cottus  rends  up  hills  with  all  their  groves  ; 
Thefe  hurl’d  at  once  againft  the  Titan  bands,  49 
Three  hundred  mountains  from  three  hundred  hands, 
And  overfhadowing,  overwhelming  bound 
With  chains  infrangible  beneath  the  ground. 

Below  this  earth,  far  as  earth’s  confines  lie. 

Thro’  fpace  unmealur’d  from  the  Harry  fky. 

Nine  days  an  anvil  of  enormous  weight  55 

Down  ru filing  headlong  from  th’  aerial  height 
Scarce  reaches  earth,  thence  tofs’d  in  giddy  rounds, 
Scarce  reaches,  in  nine  days,  th’  infernal  bounds  5 
A wall  of  iron  of  Hupendous  height 
Guards  the  dire  dungeons,  black  with  threefold  night  5 
High  o’er  the  horrors  of  th’  eternal  fhade,  61 

The  HedfaH  bafe  of  earth  and  feas  is  laid  5 
There,  in  coercive  durance,  Jove  detains 
The  groaning  Titans  in  afflictive  chains  ; 

A feat  of  woe,  remote  from  cheerful  day,  63 

Thro’  gulphs  impaffable,  aboundlefs  way. 

Above  thefe  realms  a brazen  HruCture  Hands 
With  brazen  portals,  fram’d  by  Neptune’s  hands , 
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Thro’  chaos  to  the  ocean’s  bale  it  fwells, 

There  ftern  A£geon  with  his  giants  dwells,  70 

Fierce  guards  of  Jove,  from  hence  the  fountains  rife 
That  waih  the  earth,  or  wander  thro’  the  ikies, 

That  groaning,  murmur  thro’  the  realm  of  woes. 

Or  feed  the  channels  where  the  ocean  flows  : 

Collected  horrors  throng  the  dire  abodes,  75 

Horrid  and  fell,  detefled  ev’n  by  gods. 

Enormous  gulf,  immenle  the  bounds  appear, 

Wafteful  and  void,  the  journey  of  a year ; 

Where  beating  ftorms,  as  in  wild  whirls  they  fight, 
Tofs  the  pale  wand’rer,  and  retois  thro’  night.  80 
The  pow’rs  immortal,  with  affright  liirvey 
The  hideous  chafm,  and  feal  it  up  from  day. 

Hence,  thro’  the  vault  of  heav’n  huge  Atlas  rears 
His  giant  limbs,  and  props  the  golden  fpheres. 

Here  fable  night  and  here  the  beamy  day  85 

Lodge  and  diflodge,  alternate  in  their  fway. 

A brazen  port  the  varying  pow’rs  divides  $ 

When  day  forth  iflues,  here  the  night  refides  $ 

And  when  night  veils  the  ikies,  obfequious  day. 
Re-entering,  plunges  from  the  ftarry  way.  90 

She  from  her  lamp,  with  beaming  radiance  bright, 
Pours  o’er  th’  expanded  earth  a flood  of  light  j 
But  night,  by  fleep  attended,  rides  in  fhades, 

Brother  of  death,  and  all  that  breathes  invades  ; 

From  her  foul  womb*  they  fprung,  refiftlefs  pow’rs. 
Nurs’d  in  the  horrors  of  Tartarean  bow’rs,  96 

Remote  from  day,  when  with  her  flaming  wheels 
She  mounts  the  ikies,  or  paints  the  weftern  hills. 

With  downy  footfteps  fleep  in  filence  glides 
O'er  the  wide  earth,  and  o’er  the  fpacious  tides,  100 
The  friend  of  life,  death  unrelenting  bears 
An  iron  heart,  and  laughs  at  human  cares  : 

She  makes  the  mould’rjjng  race  of  man  her  prey. 

And  ev’n  th’  immortal  pow’rs  deteft  her  fway. 

Thus  fell  the  Titans, f from  the  realms  above,  105 
Beneath  the  thunders  of  almighty  Jove  5 

# Of  night,  f 320. 
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Then  earth,  impregnate,  felt  maternal  woes, 

And  fhook  thro’  all  her  frame  with  teeming  throes  : 
Hence  rofe  Typhoeus,  a gigantic  birth, 

A monfler  fprung  from  Tartarus  and  Earth,  no 
A match  for  gods  in  might,  on  high  he  fpreads, 

From  his  huge  trunk,  an  hundred  dragons’  heads, 
And,  from  an  hundred  mouths,  in  vengeance  flings 
Envenom’d  foam,  and  darts  an  hundred  flings. 

Horror  terrific  frowns  from  ev’ry  brow,  115 

And  like  a furnace  his  red  eye  balls  glow  ; 

Fires  dart  from  ev’ry  creft,  and,  as  he  turns. 

Keen  fplendours  flafh,  and  all  the  giant  burns. 
Whene’er  he  fpeaks,  in  echoing  thunders  rife 
An  hundred  voices,  and  affright  the  ikies  $ 12® 

Unutterably  fierce,  the  bright  abodes 
Frequent  they  fhake,  and  terrify  the  gods : 

Now  bellowing,  like  a favage  bull,  they  roar, 

Or  angry  lions  in  the  midnight  hour  ; 

Now  yell  like  furious  whelps,  or  hifs  like  fnakes,  125 
The  rocks  rebound,  and  ev’ry  mountain  fhakes  : 

He  hurl’d  defiance  ’gainft  th’  immortal  pow’rs. 

And  heav’n  had  feiz’d,  with  all  its  fliining  tow’rs, 

But,  at  the  voice  of  Jove,  from  pole  to  pole 

Red  lightnings  flaih,  and  raging  thunders  roll  5 1 30 

Rattling  o’er  all  th’  expanfion  of  the  fkies. 

Bolt  after  bolt  o’er  earth  and  ocean  flies. 

Stem  frowns  the  god  amidft  the  lightnings’  blaze, 
Olympus  fhakes  from  his  eternal  bale  5 
Trembles  the  earth  ; fierce  flame  involves  the  poles, 
Devours  the  ground,  and  o’er  the  billows  rolls  : 136 

Fires  from  Typhoeus  flafh  : with  dreadful  found 
Storms  rattle,  thunder  rolls,  and  groans  the  ground. 
Above,  below,  the  conflagration  roars  5 
Ev’n  the  leas,  kindled,  burn  thro’  all  their  fhores  : 14® 
Deluge  of  fire,  earth  rocks  her  tott’ring  coafts, 

And  gloomy  Pluto  fhakes  with  all  his  ghofts  ; 

Ev’n  the  pale  Titans,  chain’d  on  burning  floors, 

Start  at  the  din  that  rends  the  infernal  fhores  j 
Then,  in  full  wrath,  Jove  all  the  god  applies,  145 
And  all  his  thunders  burft  at  once  the  fkies, 
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And  ruffling  gloomy  from  th’  Olympian  brow. 

He  blafts  the  giant  with  th’  Almighty  blow  ; 

The  giant,  tumbling,  finks  beneath  the  wound. 

And  with  enormous  ruin  rocks  the  ground.  15© 

Nor  yet  the  lightnings  of  th’  Almighty  ftay. 

Thro’  the  fing’d  earth  they  burft  their  burning  way  ; 
Earth  kindling  inward,  melts  in  all  her  caves, 

And  hiding,  floats  with  fierce  metallic  waves  ; 

As  iron  fufile  from  the  furnace  flows,  155 

Or  molten  ore  with  keen  effulgence  glows, 

When  the  dire  bolts  of  Jove  ftern  Vulcan  frames. 

In  burning  channels  roll  the  liquid  flames. 

Thus  melted  earth,  and  Jove  from  realms  on  high 
Plung’d  the  huge  giant  to  the  nether  fky.  160 

Then  from  Typhoeus  fprung  the  winds  that  bear 
Storms  on  their  wings,  and  thunder  in  the  air  ; 

But  from  the  gods  defcend,  of  milder  kind, 

The  eaft,  the  weft,  the  louth,  and  boreal  wind  : 

Thefe,  in  foft  whifpers,  breathe  a friendly  breeze,  165 
Play  thro’  the  groves,  or  fport  upon  the  leas  ; 

They  fan  the  fultry  air  with  cooling  gales, 

And  waft  from  realm  to  realm  the  flying  fails  ; 

The  reft  in  ftorms  of  founding  whirlwinds  fly, 

Tofs  the  wild  waves,  and  battle  in  the  Iky,  17© 

Fatal  to  man,  at  once  all  ocean  roars, 

And  lcatter’d  navies  bulge  on  diftant  Ihores  ; 

Then  thundering  o’er  the  earth  they  rend  their  way, 
Grafs,  herb,  and  flow’r,  beneath  their  rage  decay  ; 
While  tow’rs  and  domes,  vainboafts  of  human  truft, 
Torn  from  their  inmoft  bafe,  are  whelm’d  in  duft.  176 
Thus  heav'n  afferted  its  eternal  reign 
O’er  the  proud  giants  and  Titanic  train; 

And  now  in  peace  the  gods  their  Jove  obey, 

And  all  the  thrones  of  heav’n  adore  his  fway.  it® 
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THE  LOVE  OF  JASON  AND  MEDEA, 

FROM  APOLLONIUS  RHODIUS,  B.  Ill,  V.  743. 

Nv  (aev  EVFEtT  hr i youacv  clyzv  Kvlpoc?, 

Sabmfoemettt* 

The  tranfator  has  taken  the  liberty , in  the following  verfon  from 
the  Argonaut ics  of  Appolloniusy  as  well  as  in  the  Story  of  Talus , to  omit 
whatever  has  not  an  immediate  relation  to  the  /; ubjeff , yet  hopes  that  a 
due  connexion  is  not  wanting  $ and  that  the  reader  will  not  be  dijpleajed 
with  thejejbort fetches  from  a poet  who  is  affirmed  to  be  every  where 
jublime  by  no  lefs  a critic  than  Longinus , and  from  whom  many  verjes 
are  borrowed  by  jo  great  a poet  as  VirgiL 

NOW  riling  (hades  a folemn  gloom  difplay 

O’er  the  wide  earth,  and  o’er  tli’  ethereal  way  5 
All  night  the  Tailor  marks  the  Northern  Team, 

And  golden  circlet  of  Orion’s  beam  ; 

A deep  repofe  the  weary  wand’rer  (hares,  5 

And  the  faint  watchman  fleeps  away  his  cares ; 

E’en  the  fond  mother,  while  all  breathlefs  lies 
Her  child  of  love,  in  dumber  Teals  her  eyes : 

No  found  of  village-dog,  no  noife,  invades 

The  death-like  filence  of  the  midnight  (hades.  10 

Alone  Medea  wakes  ; to  love  a prey, 

Reftlefs  The  rolls,  and  groans  the  night  away. 

Now  the  fire-breathing  bulls  command  her  cares  5 
She  thinks  on  Jafon,  and  for  Jafon  fears  : 

In  Tad  review  on  horrors  horrors  rife  j 1 5 

Quick  beats  her  heart ; from  thought  to  thought  die 
As  from  replenifh’d  urns  with  dubious  ray  [dies  s 
The  Tunbeams  dancing  from  the  fiirface  play, 

Now  here  now  there  the  trembling  radiance  falls, 
Alternate  fiadiing  round  tli’  illumin’d  walls ; 20 

Thus  flutt’ring  bounds  the  trembling  virgin’s  blood. 
And  from  her  diming  eyes  delcends  a food. 

Now  raving  with  refiftlefs  flames  die  glows. 

Now  Tick  with  love,  die  melts  with  fofter  woes  : 

The  tyrant  god,  of  ev’ry  thought  pofieft,  25 

Beats  in  each  pulfe,  and  dings  and  rack  her  bread. 
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Now  fhe  refolves  the  magic  to  betray 
To  tame  the  bulls,  now  yield  him  up  a prey. 

Again  the  drug?  difidaining  to  tup  ply, 

She  loathes  the  light,  and  meditates  to  die  : 3® 

Anon  repelling  with  a brave  dildain 

The  coward  thought,  fire  nourifhes  the  pain. 

Thus  toft,  retoft,  with  furious  ftorms  of  cares 
On  the  cold  ground  {he  rolls,  and  thus  with  tears  : 

“ Ah  me!  where’er  I turn  before  my  eyes  35 

C£  A dreadful  view  : on  forrows  forrows  rife ! 
ee  Tofs’d  in  a giddy  whirl  of  ftrong  defire, 

6C  I glow,  I burn,  yet  blefs  the  pleafmg  fire! 
ec  O had  this  fpiritfrom  its  prifon  fled, 

“ By  Dian  fent  to  wander  with  the  dead,  4® 

“ Ere  the  proud  Grecians  view’d  the  Colchian  fkies, 

“ Ere  Jafon,  lovely  Jafon  ! met  tlrefe  eyes. 

<e  Hell  gave  a fhining  mifchief  to  our  coaft  5 
<c  Medea  faw  him,  and  Medea’s  loft.— 
c<  But  why  thefe  forrows  ? if  the  pow’rs  on  high  < 5 
cc  His  death  decree,  die,  wretched  Jafon  ! die. 

“ Shall  I elude  my  fire  ! my  art  betray  ? 

ci  Ah  me  ! what  words  fhall  purge  the  guilt  away  ? 

<£  But  could  I yield — O whither  muft  I run 

C{  To  find  the  man — whom  virtue  bids  me  fliun  ? , 50 

“ Shall  I,  all  loft  to  fhame,  to  Jafon  fly  ? 

“ And  yet  I muft — if  Jafon  bleeds  I die  ! 

(£  Then,  Shame  ! farewel : adieu  for  ever,  Fame! 
cc  Hail,  black  Difgrace ! be  fam’d  for  guilt  my  name! 
C{  Live,  Jafon  ! live  j enjoy  the  vital  air  j 55 

C£  Live  thro’  my  aid,  and  fly  where  winds  can  bear! 
te  But  when  he  flies,  ye  Poifons  ! lend  your  pow’rs  ! 
ce  That  day  Medea  treads  th’  infernal  fhores  ! 
ec  Then,  wretched  maid ! thy  lot  is  endlefs  fhame  5 
44  Then  the  proud  dames  of  Colchis  hlaft  thy  name: 

€C  I hear  them  cry- — 4 The  falfe  Medea’s  dead  6 j 
Thro’  guilty  paflion  for  a ftranger’s  bed  5 
Medea,  careiefs  of  her  virgin  fame, 

£C  Preferr’d  a ftranger  to  a father’s  name !’ 

O may  I rather  yield  this  vital  breath  65 

ie  Than  bear  that  bafe  difhonour,  worfe  than  death!” 
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*Fhus  wailed  the  fair,  and  feized  with  horrid  joy 
Drugs  foes  to  life,  and  potent  to  deftroy  5 
A magazine  of  death!  Again  Ihe  pours 
From  her  fwoln  eye -bails  tears  in  {birring  Ihow’rs ; 7© 
With  grief  infatiate,  and  with  trembling  hands. 

All  comfortlefs,  the  calk  of  death  expands  : 

A hidden  fear  her  lab’ring  foul  invades. 

Struck  with  the  horrors  of  th’  infernal  lhades  s 
She  hands  deep-mufmg  with  a faded  brow,  75 

Abibrpt  in  thought,  a monument  of  woe  S 
While  all  the  comforts  that  on  life  attend. 

The  cheerful  converle  and  the  faithful  friend. 

By  thought  deep-imag’d  in  her  bofom  play. 

Endearing  life  and  charm  delpair  away.  8® 

Th’  all-cheering  funs  with  fweeter  light  arife, 

And  ev’ry  objebt  brightens  to  her  eyes  : 

Then  from  her  hand  the  baneful  drugs  Ihe  throws, 
Confents  to  live,  recover’d  from  her  woes  3 
Refolved  the  magic  virtue  to  betray,  85 

She  waits  the  dawn,  and  calls  the  lazy  day. 

Time  feems  to  ftand,  or  backward  drive  his  wheels  3 
The  hours  Ihe  chides,  and  eyes  the  eaftern  hills. 

At  length  the  dawn  with  orient  beams  appears, 

The  lhades  dilperfe,  and  man  awakes  to  cares.  9® 
Studious  to  pleafe,  her  graceful  length  of  hair 
With  art  Ihe  binds,  that  wanton’d  with  the  air  5 
From  her  foft  cheek  lire  wipes  the  tear  away. 

And  bids  keen  lightnings  from  her  eyes  to  play  3 
From  limb  to  limb  refrelhing  unguents  pours,  95 
Unguents  that  breathe  of  heaven  in  copious  Ihow’rs. 
Her  robe  lire  next  afllmres  3 bright  clafps  of  gold 
Clofe  to  the  lefs’ning  waift  the  robe  infold  3 
Down  from  her  fwelling  loins  the  reft  unbound. 

Floats  in  rich  waves  redundant  o’er  the  ground  ; ic© 
Laft,  with  a Ihining  veil  her  cheeks  Ihe  lhades. 

Then  fwinrming  Imooth  along  magnificently  treads. 

Thus  forward  moves  the  faireft  of  her  kind, 

Blind  to  the  future,  to  the  prefent  blind, 

Twelve  maids,  attendants  on  her  virgin  bow’r,  105 
Alike  unconfcous  of  the  bridal  hour, 

L 
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Join  to  the  car  the  mules,  dire  rites  to  pay ; 

To  Hecate’s  black  fane  fhe  bends  her  way: 

A juice  Ihe  bears  whole  magic  virtue  tames 
(Thro’  fell  Perfephone)  the  rage  of  flames  5 j 

It  gives  the  hero,  ftrong  in  matchlefs  might. 

To  hand  lecure  of  harms  in  mortal  fight  ; 

It  mocks  the  fword  ; the  fword  without  a wound 
Leaps  as  from  marble  fhiver’d  to  the  ground  : 

She  mounts  the  car*;  nor  rode  the  nymph  alone ; 115 

On  either  fide  two  lovely  damfels  fhone  : 

Her  hand  with  fkill  th’  embroider’d  rein  controls. 
Back  fly  the  ftreet-  as  fwift  the  chariot  rolls. 

Along  the  wheel -worn  road  they  hold  their  way, 

The  domes  retreat,  the  finking  tow’rs  decay.  22® 
Bare  to  the  knee  fuccin£l  a damlel  train 
Behind  attends,  and  glitters  tow’rd  the  plain. 

As  when  her  limbs  divine  Diana  laves 
In  fair  Parnethius,  or  th’  Amnefian  waves. 

Sublime  in  royal  ftate  the  bounding  roes  125 

Whirl  her  bright  car  along  the  mountain  brows. 

Swift  to  her  fane,  in  pomp  the  goddefs  moves. 

The  nymphs  attend  that  haunt  the  fhady  groves, 

Th’  Amnefian  fount  or  filver-ftreaming  rills. 

Nymphs  of  the  vales  or  Oreads  of  the  hills,  j 3© 

The  fawning  beafts  before  the  goddefs  play. 

Or  trembling,  favage  adoration  pay ; 

Thus  on  her  car  fublime  the  nymph  appears. 

The  crowd  falls  back,  and  as  fhe  moves  reveres  : 

Swift  to  the  fane  aloft  her  courle  fhe  bends,  13$ 

The  fane  fhe  reaches,  and  to  earth  defcends  ; 

Then  to  her  train — “ Ah  me  ! I fear  we  ftray, 

C(  Milled  by  Folly  to  this  lonely  way  1 
ts  Alas!  fhould  Jafon  with  his  Greeks  appear, 

(C  Where  fhould  we  fly  ? I fear,  alas  ! I fear!  14c 
€<  No  more  the  Colchian  youths  and  virgin  train 
<c  Haunt  the  cool  fhade,  or  tread  in  dance  the  plain. 

<c  But  fmce  alone — with  lports  beguile  the  hours ; 

€6  Come,  chaunt  the  fong,  or  pluck  the  blooming  flow’rs  ; 
<c  Pluck  ev’ry  fweet  to  deck  your  virgin  bow’rs !”  145 

* 869, 
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Then  warbling  foft*  Ihe  lifts  her  heavenly  voice, 

But  lick  with  mighty  love,  the  fong  is  noife  i 
She  hears  from  ev’ry  note  a difeord  rife, 

Till,  pauling,  on  her  tongue  the  mufic  dies  ; 

She  hates  each  object,  ev’ry  face  offends  1 5® 

In  ev’ry  wilh  her  foul  to  Jal'on  fends  ; 

With  lharpen’d  eyes  the  diftant  lawn  explores, 

To  find  the  obje6l  whom  her  foul  adores  : 

At  ev’ry  whifper  of  the  palling  air 

She  ftarts,  Ihe  turns,  and  hopes  her  Jafon  there.  155 

Again  Ihe  fondly  looks,  nor  looks  in  vain; 

He  comes,  her  Jafon  Ihines  along  the  plain  S 
As  when,  emerging  from  the  wat’ry  way. 

Refulgent  Sirius  lifts  his  golden  ray. 

He  Ihines  terrific,  for  his  burning  breath  16® 

Taints  the  red  air  with  fevers,  plagues,  and  death  5 
Such  to#the  nymph  approaching  Jafon  Ihows, 

Bright  author  of  unutterable  woes  ! 

Before  her  eyes  a fwimming  darknefs  Ipread, 

Her  flulh’d  cheek  glow’d,  her  very  heart  was  dead ; 

No  more  her  knees  their  wonted  office  knew,  166, 
Fix’d  without  motion,  as  to  earth  Ihe  grew, 

Her  train  recedes  $ the  meeting  lovers  gaze 
In  lilent  wonder  and  in  ftill  amaze  : 

As  two  fair  cedars  on  the  mountain’s  brow,  37© 

Pride  of  the  groves  ! with  roots  adjoining  grow, 

Ere<51:  and  motionlefs  the  ftately  trees 

Awhile  remain,  while  lleeps  each  fanning  breeze. 

Till  from  th’  Asolian  caves  a blafi:  unbound 
Bends  their  proud  tops,  and  bids  their  boughs  refound  | 
Thus  gazing  they,  till  by  the  breath  of  love  176 
Strongly  at  length  infpir’d,  they  fpeak,  they  move  5 
With  fmiles  the  lovelick.  virgin  hefurvey’d, 

And  fondly  thus  addrefled  the  blooming  maid : 

fi  Difmifs,  my  fair,  my  love,  thy  virgin  fear  , 3 8© 

®e  ’Tis  Jafon  fpeaks,  no  enemy  is  here. 
u Man,  haughty  man,  is  of  obdurate  kind  5 
9<  But  Jafon  bears  no  proud  inhuman  mind. 

By  gentled:  manners,  fofteft  arts,  re  fin’d. 
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**  Whom  wouldft  thou  fly?  Stay,  lovely  virgin,  flay! 
c<  Speak  ev’ry  thought  5 far  hence  be  fears  away.  186 
€c  Speak,  and  be  truth  in  ev’ry  accent  found ! 

€i  Dread  to  deceive  ; we  tread  on  hallow’d  grounds 
u By  the  ftern  powT  who  guard-s  this  facred  place. 

By  the  illuftrious  authors  of  thy  race  ; 190 

(i  By  Jove,  to  whom  the  ftranger’s  caufe  belongs, 

€c  To  whom  the  fuppliant,  and  who  feels  their  wrongs  3 
€c  O guard  me,  fave  me,  in  the  needful  hour  1 
u Without  thy  aid)  thy  Jafon  is  no  more; 

6c  To  thee  a fuppliant,  in  diftrefs  I bend,  195 

‘‘  To  thee  a ftranger,  and  who  wants  a friend! 

4‘  Then,  when  between  us  Teas  and  mountains  rife, 
ec  Medea’s  name  fhall  found  in  diftant  ikies  ; 

61  All  Greece  to  thee  fhall  owe  her  heroes’  fates. 

And  blefs  Medea  thro’  her  hundred  ftates  : 200 

€e  The  mother  and  the  wife,  who  now  in  vain 
ec  Roll  their  fad  eyes  faft-llreaming  o’er  the  main, 
Shall  flay  their  tears  ; the  mother,  and  the  wife, 

4<  Shall  blefs  thee  for  a fon’s  or  hufband’s  life ! 

4<  Fair  Ariadne*  fprung  from  Minos’  bed,  205 

6i  Sav’d  the  brave  Theleus,  and  with  Thefeus  fled; 

6C  Forfook  her  father,  and  her  native  plain, 

4<  And  ftemm’d  the  tumults  of  the  furging  main  5 
41  Yet  the  ftern  fire  relented,  and  forgave 
“ The  maid,  whofe  only  crime  it  was  to  fave  3 216 

u E’en  the  juft  gods  forgave  : and  nowon  high 
(i  A ftar  {he  fhines,  and  beautifies  the  fky. 

What  bleffings  then  fhall  righteous  heaven  decree 
4e  For  all  our  heroes  fav’d,  and  fav’d  by  thee? 

Heaven  gave  thee  not  to  kill,  fo  foft  an  air,  at 5 
“ And  Cruelty  lure  never  looked  fo  fair!” 

He  ceas’d ; but  left  fo  charming  on  her  ear 
His  voice,  that  lift’ningftill  fne  feem’d  to  hears 
Her  eye  to  earth  file  bends  with  mod  eft  grace, 

And  heaven  in  Imiles  is  open’d  in  her  face : 22Q 

A glance  fhe  fteals,  but  rofy  blufhes  fpread 
O’er  her  fair  cheek,  and  then  fhe  drops  her  head  s 

# The  Temple  of  Hecate. 
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A thoufand  words  at  once  to  fpeak  (he  tries 
In  vain — but  fpeaks  a thoufand  with  her  eyes. 
Trembling  the  Ihining  calket  ihe  expands,  225 

Then  gives  the  magic  virtue  to  his  hands  ; 

And  had  the  power  been  granted  to  convey 

Her  heart — had  given  her  very  heart  away.  22S 
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THE  STORY  OF  TALUS, 

FROM  APPOLLONIUS  RHODIU3,  BOOK  IV.  V.  1629* 

^ (AEVE^Vy  cbvd  (T  7}Xv9eV  %p 

Av\l©Jy  &c» 

The  following  verjes  from  Appollonius will  appear  ‘very  extrava- 
gant, unlefs  we  ka<ve  recourje  to  their  allegorical  meaning.  Plato  in  his 
Minos  thus  writes  : u Talus  and  Rhadamanthus  were  the  ajffants  of 
Minos  in  the  execution  of  his  laws.  It  was  the  office  of  Talus  to  vijit 
all  parts  of  Crete  thnce  emery  year,  to  enforce  them  with  the  utraojl  feme- 
, rity.  The  poet  alludes  to  this  cuflom  in  thefe  words  : 

44  Fierce  guard  of  Crete  ! who  thrice  each  year  explores 
44  The  trembling  ifle,  and  frrides  from  fricres  to  fhores.” 

Ci  Talus  is  fabled  to  be  formed  of  brajs , becaufe  the  laws  which  he 
earned  with  him  on  his  circuit  were  engraven  uj.  on  brazen  tables.  Is 
is  not  improbable  but  the  fable  of  the  burf  ing  the  mein  above  the  ankk 
of  Talus , by  which  he  died , aroje  from  the  manner  of pumjhment  prac- 
ffed by  him,  which  was  by  opening  a mein  above  the  ankles  of  criminally 
by  which  they  bled  to  death  T* 

THE  ev’ning  ftar  now  lifts*  as  daylight  fades* 

His  golden  circlet  in  the  deep’ning  (hades  : 
Stretch’d  at  his  ea(e,  the  weary  iab’rer  (hares 
A fweet  forgetfulnefs  of  human  cares  : 

At  once  in  filence  fink  the  (leeping  gales,  5 

The  maft  they  * drop,  and  furl  the  flagging  fails  $ 

All  night,  all  day,  they  ply  the  bending  oars 
Tow’rd  Carpathus,  and  reach  the  rocky  (hores; 
Thence  Crete  they  view  emerging  from  the  main. 

The  queen  of  ides  ; but  Crete  they  view  in  vain  ; x» 
There  Talus,  whirling  with  refiftlefs  fway 
Rocks  (heer  uprent,  repels  them  from  the  bay  5 
A giant,  fprung  from  giant  race,  who  took 
Their  births  from  entrails  of  the  ftubborn  oak  ; 

Fierce  guard  of  Crete!  by  Jove  afliftant  giv’n  15 
To  legidatorsf  (lyl’d  the  Tons  of  heaven : 

To  mercy  deaf,  he  thrice  each  year  explores 
The  trembling  ide,  and  ftrides  from  (hores  to  (hores  : 

A form  of  living  brafs ! one  part  beneath 

Alone  he  bears,  a path  to  let  in  death,  2 # 

# Argonaut*.  t Minos  and  Rhadamaathns. 
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Where  o’er  the  ankle  fwells  the  turgid  vein. 

Soft  to  the  firoke,  and  fenfible  of  pain. 

And  now  her  magic  fpells  * Medea  tries, 

Bids  the  red  fiends,  the  dogs  of  Orcus,  rife* 

That  flatting  dreadful  from  th’  infernal  Aiade,  25 
Ride  heaven  in  ftorms,  and  all  that  breathes  invade. 
Thrice  file  applies  the  power  of  magic  prayer. 

Thrice  hell-ward  bending  mutters  charms  in  air  5 
Then,  turning  toward  the  foe,  bids  mifchief  fly, 

And  looks  deftru&ion  as  file  points  her  eye  5 30 

Then  fpetres,  rifing  from  Tartarean  bowers 
Howl  round  in  air,  or  grin  along  the  fiiores ; 

While,  tearing  up  whole  hillsf , the  giant  throws, 
Outrag’ous,  rocks  on  rocks,  to  crufii  the  foes  5 
But,  frantic  as  he  ftrides,  a fudden  wound,  35 

Burfts  the  life  vein,  and  blood  o’erfpreads  the  ground  j 
As  from  the  furnace  in  a burning  flood 
Pours  molten  lead,  fo  pours  in  ftreams  his  blood  : 

And  now  he  flaggers  as  the  fpirit  flies  5 
He  faints,  he  finks,  he  tumbles,  and  he  dies.  4 6 

As  fome  huge  cedar  on  a mountain’s  brow 
Pierc’d  by  the  fteel,  expets  the  final  blow, 

A while  it  totters  with  alternate  fway, 

Till  frefti’ning  breezes  thro’  the  branches  play,  44, 
Then,  tumbling  downward,  with  a thund’ring  found. 
Falls  headlong,  and  o’erfpreads  a breadth  of  ground  5 
So,  as  the  giant  falls,  the  ocean  roars, 

Outftretch’d  he  lies,  and  covers  half  the  fiiores.  48 

* Ver.  1665.  f Ver.  1679. 
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HORACE,  ODE  I. 

TRANSLATED. 

MAECENAS ! whofe  high  lineage  fprings 
From  a long  race  of  ancient  kings, 
Patron  and  friend  ! thy  honour’d  name 
At  once  is  my  defence  and  fame. 

There  are  who  with  fond  tranfport  praife 
The  chariot  thund’ring  in  the  race. 

Where  conqueft  won  and  palms  beftow’d 
Lift  the  proud  mortal  to  a god. 

The  man  who  courts  the  people’s  voice. 
And  dotes  on  offices  and  noife, 

Or  they  who  till  the  peaceful  fields, 

And  reap  what  bounteous  Nature  yields. 
Unmov’d  the  merchant’s  wealth  behold, 

Nor  hazard  happinefs  for  gold  ; 

Untempted  by  whole  worlds  of  gain 
To  ftem  the  billows  of  the  main. 

The  merchant,  when  the  ftorm  invades. 
Envies  the  quiet  of  the  /hades  ; 

But  foon  relanches  from  the  ffiore. 

Dreading  the  crime  of  being  poor. 

Some  carelefs  wafte  the  mirthful  day 
With  gen’ rou s wines  and  wanton  play. 
Indulgent  of  the  genial  hour 
By  fpring,  or  rill,  or  /hade,  or  bow’r. 

Some  hear  with  joy  the  clanging  jar 
Of  trumpets,  that  alarm  to  war, 

While  matrons  tremble  at  the  breath 
That  calls  their  fons  to  arms  and  death. 

The  fportfman,  train’d  in  ftorms,  defies 
The  chilling  blaft  and  freezing  /kies : 
Unmindful  of  his  bride,  in  vain 
Soft  Beauty  pleads : along  the  plain 
The  ftag  he  chafes,  or  beguiles 
The  furious  bear  into  his  toils. 

For  you  the  blooming  ivy*  grows. 

Proud  to  adorn  your  learned  brows  j 

* Te  Ds&aruw  Heder*,  & c. 
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Patron  of  letters  you  arife, 

Grow  to  a god,  and  mount  the  flues. 

Humbly  in  breezy  fhades  I ftray. 

Where  lylvans  dance,  and  fatyrs  play,  4«> 

Contented  to  advance  my  claim* 

Only  o’er  men  without  a name  ; 

Tranfcribing  what  the  mules  ling 
Harmonious  to  the  pipe  or  firings 

But  if  indulgently  you  deign  4.5 

To  rank  me  with  the  lyric  train. 

Aloft  the  towering  mufe  fhall  rife 

On  bolder  wings,  and  gain  the  ikies*  44 
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SIXTEEN  ODES  OF  ANACREON*. 

ODE  XV.  HAPPY  LIFE. 

THE  wealth  of  Gyges  I defpifej 
Gems  are  ufelefs  gilt' ring  toys  s 
Gold  I leave,  and  iuch  vain  things. 

To  the  low  aim  and  pride  of  kings. 

Let  my  hair  with  unguents  flow,  5 

With  rofy  garlands  crown  my  brow  5 
The  prefent  moment  I enjoy, 

Doom'd  in  the  next  perhaps  to  die. 

Then,  while  the  hour  ferenely  fhines 
Tofs  the  gay  die,  and  quaff  thy  wines  $ 1® 

But  ever,  in  the  genial  hour 
To  Bacchus  the  libation  pour, 

Left  Death  in  wrath  approach,  and  cry, 

66  Man! — tafte  no  more  the  cup  of  joy.’®  14 

ODE  XVI. 

THE  POWER  OF  BEAUTY.' 

SOME  fing  of  Thebes,  and  fome  deflroy 
In  lofty  numbers  haughty  Troy ; 

I mourn,  alas  ! in  plaintive  drains. 

My  own  captivity  and  chains. 

No  navy,  rang'd  in  proud  array. 

No  foot,  no  horfeman,  arm'd  to  flay,  6 

My  peace  alarm!  far  other  foes, 

Far  other  hofts,  create  my  woes  5 

Strange,  dang’rous  hofts  ! that  ambufh'd  lie 

In  ev’ry  bright  love-darting  eye  5 

Such  as  deftroy  when  beauty  arms 

To  conquer,  dreadful  in  its  charms!  1* 

* Firft  published  in  the  Gent.  Mag.  and  afterwards  ijnfertedim  the  traufla- 
lions  of  Anacreon,  publiiEed  by  Mr.  Fawkes. 
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ODE  XX. 


TO  HIS  MISTRESS, 


HE  gods  o’er  mortals  prove  their  fway. 


And  fteal  them  from  themielves  away. 
Transform’d  by  their  almighty  hand. 

Sad  Niobe  an  image  ft  and  s j 
And  Philomel,  upborne  on  wings, 

Thro’  air  her  mournful  ftory  lings. 

Would  heav’n,  indulgent  to  my  vow, 
The  happy  change  I wifti,  allow  $ 

The  envy’d  mirror  I would  be. 

That  thou  might’ft  always  gaze  on  me  j 
And  could  my  naked  heart  appear, 
Thou’dft  fee  thyfelf — -for  thou  art  there. 

O!  were  I made  thy  folding  veil, 

That  thou  might’ft  clafp  me  to  thy  breaft ! 
Or  turh’d  into  a fount,  to  lave 
Thy  na^ed  beauties  in  my  wave ! 

Thy  boibm-cin&ure  I would  grow, 

To  warpri  thy  little  hills  of  fnow  $ 

Thy  ointment,  in  rich  fragrant  ftreams 
To  wailder  o’er  thole  beauteous  limbs  $ 

Thy  chain  of  finning  pearl— to  deck. 

And  clofe  embrace  thy  graceful  neck : 

A very  fandal  I would  be 
To  tread  on — if  trod  on  by  thee ! 

ODE  XXIV.  IMITATED, 

ALAS  ! alas  ! I fee  each  day 

Steals  me  from  rnyfelf  away  ; 

And  ev’ry  ftep  of  life  I tread, 

I fpeed  to  mingle  with  the  dead. 

How  many  years  are  paft,  my  friends, 

I know,  and  there  my  knowledge  ends  5 
How  many  years  are  ftill  in  ftore, 

I neither  can,  nor  would  explore. 

Then,  fmce  the  hours  inceifant  fly. 

They  all  fhall  find  me  crown’d  with  joy. 
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To  thofe,  my  cares  I here  bequeath. 

Who  meanly  die  for  fear  of  death. 

And  daily  with  afliduous  ftrife 
Contrive  to  live,  accurs’d  with  life. 

Then,  Care,  begone  I I’d  dance  and  play  $ 
Hence,  with  thy  ferious  face  away  ! 

I’ll  laugh,  and  whilft  gay  wine  inflames. 

I’ll  court  the  laughter-loving  dames. 

And  ftudy  to  refign  my  breath 
In  ecftafy,  andfmile  in  death. 

ODE  XXV.  IMITATED. 

BRING  me,  O bring  the  enliv’ning  draught 
Lenient  of  grief,  and  anxious  thought! 
Then  Care  retires,  afham’d  to  fliow 
His  downcaft  eye,  and  faded  brow. 

I banifh  bus ’nets  to  the  great. 

To  all  that  curie,  yet  covet  ftate. 

Death  iiafles  amain  ; then  who  would  run 
To  meet  what  moft  he  drives  to  fhun  ? 

Or  antedate  the  dreadful  day 
By  cares,  and  aid  the  fiend  to  flay  ? 

If  tears  could  bribe  his  dreadful  pow’rs, 

I’d  weep,  and  bid's  the  precious  ihow’rs  5 
But  let  our  lot  be  joy  or  woe. 

Alike  he  fpeeds  to  ftrike  the  blow. 

Then  crown  the  bowl ! — ye  Sorrows,  fly 
To  kill  fome  wretch  who  wants  to  die. 


OW  bring,  by  all  the  pow’rs  divine. 


Bring  me  a bowl  of  rofy  wine  $ 
A mighty  bowl  of  wine  I crave  $ 
When  wine  infpires  ’tis  fweet  to  rave. 

In  frantic  rage  Alcmaeon  drew 
His  falchion  5 and  his  mother  flew*  : 


ODE  XXXI. 


THE  PLEASING  FRENZY. 


* Eryphile. 
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Oreftes  in  a furious  mood, 

Raving,  fhed  his  mother’s  blood*. 

Dreadful,  fober  madmen,  they ! — 

None,  harmlefs  drunkard  ! none  I flay. 

The  blood  of  grapes  I only  crave  $ 

I quaff  it,  and  ’tis  fweet  to  rave. 

Alcides  frantic  grafp’d  his  bow, 

His  quiver  rattled,  ftor’d  with  woe  : 

Stern  Ajax  fhook  his  glitt’ring  blade, 

And  broad  his  fevenfold  fhield  difplay’d  ; 
Dangerous  madman  ! how  he  drew 
His  lword,  and  hofts  in  fancy  flew  ! 

I,  peaceful  I,  no  falchion  wield  5 
I bend  no  bow,  I poife  no  fhield  : 

The  flow’ry  garland  crowns  my  hairs. 

My  hand  the  powerful  goblet  j^ears  5 
The  pow’rful  goblet,  nobly  brave, 

I drain,  and  then  ’tis  fweet  to  rave. 

ODE  XXXVI. 

TALK  not  to  me  of  pedant  rules  $ 

I leave  debates  to  learned  fools, 

Who  folemnly  in  form  advife. 

At  belt  impertinently  wife. 

To  me  more  pleafmg  precepts  give, 

And  teach  the  fcience  how  to  live  5 
To  bury  in  the  friendly  draught. 

Sorrows  thaf  fpring  from  too  much  thought  $ 
T o learn  foft  leifons  from  the  fair, 

How  life  may  glide  exempt  from  care. 

Alas  ! I’m  old ! I fee  my  head, 

With  hoary  locks  by  Time  o’erfpread  5 
Then  inftant  be  the  goblet  brought. 

To  make  me  young — at  leall  in  thought. 
Alas  ! inceffant  fpeeds  the  day 
When  I muff  mix  with  common  clay, 

When  I muff  tread  the  difmal  fhore, 

And  dream  of  love  and  wine  no  more. 

* Clytemneftra. 
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ODE  XXXVII. 

THE  SPRING. 

SEE,  winter's  paft  ! the  feafons  bring 
Soft  breezes  with  returning  fpring, 
At  whofe  approach  the  graces  wear 
Frefh  honours  in  their  flowing  hair  5 
The  raging  feas  forget  to  roar/ 

And,  trailing,  gently  kifs  the  fhore; 
The  fportive  duck  in  wanton  play 
Now  dives,  now  rifes  into  day  j 
The  cranes  from  freezing  fkies  repair. 
And  failing  float  to  warmer  air : 

Th’  enlivening  funs  in  glory  rife. 

And  gayly  dance  along  the  fkies. 

The  clouds  difperfe,  or  if  in  fhow'rs 
They  fall,  ’tis  to  awake  the  flow’rs. 

See,  verdure  clothes  the  teeming  earth. 
The  olive  ftruggles  into  birth  $ 

The  fwelling  grapes  adorn  the  vine. 

And  kindly  promife  future  wine  : 

Bleft  juice ! already  I in  thought 
Quaff  an  imaginary  draught. 

ODE  XLVIIL 

GAY  LIFE. 

GIVE  me  Homer's  tuneful  lyre, 

Let  the  found  my  breaft  infpire ! 
But  with  no  troublefome  delight 
Of  arms  and  heroes  (lain  in  fight  5 
Let  it  play  no  conquefts  here, 

Or  conquefts  only  o’er  the  fair. 

Boy,  reach  that  volume — book  divine 
The  ftatutes  of  the  god  of  wine  ! 

He,  legiflator,  ftatutes  draws, 

And  I,  his  judge,  enforce  his  laws. 

And,  faithful  to  the  weighty  truft. 
Compel  his  votaries  to  be  juft. 


TRANSLATIONS.  135 

Thus,  round  the  bowl  impartial  flies 
Till  to  the  fprightly  dance  we  rile  : 

We  frilk  it  with  a lively  bound, 

Charm’d  with  the  lyre’s  harmonious  founds 

Then  pour  forth  with  an  heat  divine 

Rapturous  longs  that  breathe  of  wine.  1 1 

ODE  L. 

THE  HAPPY  EFFECTS  OF  WINE. 

SEE,  fee,  the  jolly  god  appears. 

His  hand  a mighty  goblet  bears ; 

With  fparkling  wine  full-charg’d,  itfl  ows, 

The  fov’reign  cure  of  human  woes. 

Wine  gives  a kind  releale  from  care,  5 

And  courage  to  fubdue  the  fair, 

Inftru6fs  the  cheerful  to  advance. 

Harmonious  in  the  fprightly  dance. 

Hail,  goblet ! rich  with  gen’rous  wines  ; 

See,  round  the  verge  a vinebranch  twines  ; 1 o 

See,  how  the  mimic  clufters  roll, 

As  ready  to  refil  the  bowl ! 

Wine  keeps  its  happy  patients  free 
F^om  ev’ry  painful  malady  5 

Our  beft  phyfician  ail  the  year,  s 5 

Thus  guarded  no  dileafe  we  fear. 

No  troublefome  dileafe  of  mind, 

Until  another  year  glows  kind, 

And  loads  again  the  fruitful  vine, 

And  brings  again  our  health— -new  wine,  20? 

■ Mz 
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ODE  LII. 

GRAPES  OF  THE  VINTAGE. 

IO  ! the  vintage  now  is  done, 

And  black’ned  with  th1  autumnal  fun, 

^The  grapes  gay  youths  and  virgins  bear. 

The  Tweeted  product  of  the  year  ! 

In  vats  the  heav’nly  load  they  lay,  $ 

And  fwift  the  damfels  trip  away ; 

The  youths  alone  the  wineprefs  tread* 

For  wine’s  by  fkilful  drunkards  made : 

Meantime  the  mirthful  long  they  raife, 

Io  1 Bacchus  to  thy  praife  $ io 

And  eyeing  the  bleft  juice,  in  thought 
Quaff  an  imaginary  draught. 

Gayly  'thro’  wine  the  old  advance. 

And  doubly  tremble  in  the  dance  1 

In  fancy’d  youth  they  chant  and  play*  1 5 

Forgetful  that  their  locks  are  grey. 

Thro’  wine  the  youth  compleats  his  loves ; 

He  haunts  the  filence  of  the  groves. 

Where  dretch’d  beneath  the  embow’ring  fhade 
He  fpies  fome  love-infpiring  maid  5 20 

On  beds  of  rofy  fweets  fhe  lies, 

Inviting  fleep  to  clofe  her  eyes  : 

Fall  by  her  fide  his  limbs  he  throws. 

Her  hand  he  preffes — breathes  his  vows. 

And  cries,  u My  love!  my  foul!  comply  £5 

ic  This  indant,  or,  alas!  I die*” 

In  vain  the  youth  perfuafion  tries  5 
In  vain  her  tongue  at  lead  denies  : 

Then  Icorning  death,  thro1  dull  defpair 

He  • dorms  th1  unwilling  willing  fair  5 30 

Blefling  the  grapes  that  could  difpenfe 

The  happy,  happy,  impudence*  \ 32 
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ODE  LIII. 

THE  ROSE. 

COME,  lyrift ! tune  thy  harp,  and  play 
Relponfive  to  my  vocal  lay  $ 

Gently  touch  it  while  I ling 
The  rofe,  the  glory  of  the  fpring. 

To  heaven  the  rofe  in  fragrance  flies. 

The  fweeteft  incenfe  of  the  fkies. 

Thee,  joy  of  earth ! when  vernal  hours 
Pour  forth  a blooming  wafle  of  fiow'rs. 

The  gayly-fmiling  graces  wear 
A trophy  in  their  flowing  hair  j 
Thee,  Venus,  queen  of  beauty  loves, 

And,  crown'd  with  thee,  more  graceful  moves 
In  fabled  fong  and  tunefql  lays, 

Their  fav’rite  rofe  the  Mutes  praife. 

To  pluck  the  role  the  virgin- train 
With  blood  their  pretty  fjhgers  ftain, 

Nor  dread  the  pointed  terrors  round 
That  threaten  and  inteift  a wound. 

See  how  they  wave  the  charming  toy, 

Now  kils,  now  fnuff  the  fragrant  joy  l 
The  rofe  the  poets  drive  to  praife. 

And  for  it  would  exchange  their  bays  s 
O ! ever  to  the  fprightly  feaft 
Admitted,  welcome,  pleafing  gueft ! 

But  chiefly  when  the  goblet  flows, 

And  rofy  wreathes  adorn  our  brows. 

Lovely,  tending  rofe!  how  fweet 
The  obje6I  where  thy  beauties  meet ! 

Aurora  with  a blufhing  ray 
And  rofy  fingers  lpreads  the  day : 

The  graces  more  enchanting  fhow 
When  rofy  bluihes  paint  their  fnow  f 
And  ev'ry  pleas'd  beholder  feeks 
The  rofe  in  Cytherea’s  cheeks. 

When  pain  affli&s  or  ficknefs  grieves 
Its  juice  the  drooping  heart  relieves 
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And,  after  death,  its  odours  Ihed 
A pleafmg  fragrance  o’er  the  dead  : 

And  when  its  with’ring  charms  decay, 
And  linking,  fading,  die  away. 
Triumphant,  o’er  the  rage  of  time 
It  keeps  the  fragrance  of  its  prime. 

Come,  lyrift  ! join  to  fing  the  birth 
Of  this  fweet  offspring  of  the  earth. 
When  Venus  from  the  ocean’s  bed 
Rais’d  o’er  the  waves  her  lovely  head  ; 
When  warlike  Pallas  fprung  from  Jove 
Tremendous  to  the  pow’rs  above, 

To  grace  the  world  the  teeming  earth 
Gave  the  fragrant  infant  birth 5 
And  “ This,”  Ihe  cry’d,  “ I this  ordain 
“ My  fav’rite  queen  of  flow’rs  to  reign!” 
But  firft  the  affembled  gods  debate 
The  future  wonder  to  create  : 

Agreed  at  length,  from  heaven  they  threw 
A drop  of  rich  ne&areous  dew  ; 

A bramble-ftem  the  drop  receives, 

And  ftraight  the  rofe  adorns  the  leaves* 
The  gods  to  Bacchus  gave  the  flow’r, 
To  grace  him  in  the  genial  hour. 
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ODE  LVI. 

GROWN  YOUNG. 

WHEN  fprightly  youths  my  eyes  furvey 
I .too  am  young  and  I am  gay  $ 

In  dance  my  a£tive  body  lwims. 

And  Hidden  pinions  lift  my  limbs. 

Haile,  crown,  Cybseba,  crown  my  brows  5 

With  garlands  of  the  fragrant  rofe  ! 

Hence,  hoary  age  ! — I now  am  ilrong, 

And  dance  a youth  among  the  young. 

Come  then,  my  friends  ! the  goblet  drain  | 

Blefs’d  juice  !• — I feel  thee  in  each  vein.  10 

See  how  with  active  bounds  I fpring. 

How  ilrong  and  yet  how  fweet  I iing  ! 

How  bldl  am  I,  who  thus  excel 
In  pleafing  arts  of  trifling  well.  24 

ODE  LY. 

THE  MARK. 

THE  ilately  Heed  expreflive  bears 
A mark  imprinted  on  his  hairs  : 

The  turban  that  adorns  the  brows. 

Of  Aiia’s  ions,  the  Parthian  ihows  ; 4 

The  marks  betray  the  lover’s  heart 
Deeply  engrav’d  by  Cupid’s  dart : 

I plainly  read  them  in  his  eyes 

That  looks  too  fooliih  or  too  wife.  & 
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ODE  LVI. 

ALAS ! the  pow’rs  of  life  decay; 

My  hairs  are  fall’ll,  or  chang’d  to  grey  5 
The  fmiling  bloom  and  youthful  grace 
Is  banilh’d  from  my  faded  face. 

Thus  man  beholds  with  weeping  eyes  5 

Himfelf  half  dead  before  he  dies. 

For  this,  and  for  the  grave  I fear. 

And  pour  the  never- ceafing  tear. 

A dreadful  profpeft  ftrikes  my  eye  5 
I foon  muft  ficken,  foon  mull  die  ; 10 

For  this  the  mournful  groan  I ihed. 


I dread — alas!  the  hour  I dread! 

What  eye  can  ftedfallly  furvey 
Death  and  its  dark  tremendous  way  ? 
For  foon  as  Fate  has  clos’d  our  eyes 

*5 

Man  dies — for  ever,  ever  dies  ! 

AL  pale,  all  fenfelefs,  in  the  urnj 

Neve r,  ah!  never  to  return! 

18 
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ODE  LXIV. 

TO  APOLLO. 

ONCE  more,  not  uninfpir’d,  the  firing 
I waken,  and  fpontaneous  fing. 

No  Pythick  laurel-wreath  I claim, 

That  lifts  Ambition  into  fame  : 

My  voice  unbidden  tunes  the  lay ; 

Some  god  impels,  and  I obey. 

Liften,  ye  grove !— -The  mule  prepares 
A facred  fong,  in  Phrygian  airs, 

Sbch  as  the  fwan  expiring  lings 
Melodious  by  Cayfter’s  fprings. 

While  lift’nmg  winds  in  lilence  hear. 

And  to  the  gods  the  mufic  bear. 

Celeftial  mufe ! attend,  and  bring 
Thy  aid,  while  I thy  Phoebus  ling: 

To  Phoebus  and  the  mufe  belong 
The  laurel,  lyre,  and  Delphic  fong. 

Begin,  begin,  the  lofty  ftrain 
How  Phoebus  lov’d,  but  lov’d  in  vainj 
How  Daphne  fled  his  guilty  flame, 

And  lcorn’d  a god  that  offer’d  fhame. 

With  glorious  pride  his  vows  (he  hears, 

And  heav’n,  indulgent  to  her  pray’rs, 

To  laurel  chang’d  the  nymph,  and  gave 
Her  folhge  to  reward  the  brave. 

Ah  ! how  on  wings  of  love  convey’d 
He  flew  to  clalp  the  panting  maid ! 

Now,  now,  o’ertakes  ! — -but  heaven  deceives 
His  hope — he  feizes  only  leaves. 

Why  fires  my  raptur’d  bread:?  ah!  why? 
Ah ! whither  flrives  my  foul  to  fly  ? 

I feel  the  plealing  frenzy  ftrong, 

Impullive  to  fonte  nobler  fong : 

Tec,  let  the  wanton  fancy  play, 

But  guide  it,  left  it  dev  ous  ftray. 

But  oh  i in  vain,  my  mufe  denies 
Herald,  a Have  to  lovely  eyes. 
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Suffice  it  to  reheaiTe  the  pains 
Ol  bleeding  nymphs  and  dying  fwains. 

Nor  dare  to  wield  the  drafts  of  Love 
That  wound  the  gods  and  conquer  Jove.  49 

I yield  ; adieu  the  lofty  drain  1 
I am  Anacreon  once  again  $ 

Again  the  melting  long  I play 
Attemper’d  to  the  vocal  lay. 

See  ! fee  ! how  with  attentive  ears  45 

The  youth  imbibe  the  ne&ar’d  airs. 

And  quaff,  in  flow’ry  lhades  reclin’d. 

My  precepts  to  regale  the  mind.  48 
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